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PREFACE. 

At a period when the fame of Shakspeare is ^ stridmg the world 
like a colossus," and editions of his works are multiplied witii a pro-, 
fusion that testifies the desire awakened in all classes of socfety to 
read and study his imperishahle compositions, — there needs, perhaps, 
but little apology for the following selections of his works, prepared 
expressly to render them unexceptionable for the use of Schools, 
and acceptable for Family reading. Apart from the fact, that 
Shakspeare is the " well-spring " from which may be traced the ori- 
gin of the purest poetry in our language, — a long course of profes- 
.sional experience has satisfied me that a necessity exists for the 
addition of a work like the present, to our stock of Educational 
Dterature. His writmgs are peculiarly adapted for the purposes of 
elocutionary exercise, when the system of mstruction pursued by the 
Teacher is based upon the true principle of the art, viz.— careful 
analysis of the structure and meaning of language, rather than a 
servile adherence to the arbitrary and mechanical rules of Elocution. 

To impress upon the mind of the pupil that words are the expo* 
sition of thought, and that in reading, or speaking, every shade of 
thought and feeling has its appropriate shade of modulated tone, 
ought to be the especial aim of every Teacher; and an author 
like Shakspeare, whose every line embodies a volume of meaning, 
should surely form one of our Elocutionary Text Books. I have 
invariably found that the attention of youthful pupils is more readilv 
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BMmkenci by tlie force and beauty of bis language, than bj^ that oi 
all other writers. Interest is nniformly excited in the student by 
the infinite variety of character that our great poet introduces mt<k 
his creations, whilst ,the perceptive faculties of the reader become 
quickened and roused into action by the wonderful power he ex- 
hibits in " making his persons act and speak by the influence of 
those general passions and principles by which all minds are agi- 
tated." The study of Elocution, imder impressions so favorable, 
becomes an exercise truly intellectual, and the objectionable, but still 
necessary mechanism of the art, is reduced to its proper subordinate 
and auxiliary position. 

That his entire works could not be introduced into schools is 
evident ; nor do the *' Selections," '< Beauties," and occasional 
^'Extracts," found in our Class Readers, precisely meet the wants of 
a pupil. These are at best the " bricks," — unsatisfactory speci- 
mens of the imperishable structure that the genius of our poet has 
reared, for the admiration of every age and every clime. 

** The real power of Shakspeare is not shown only by particular 
passages, but much also by the progress of his &.bles and the tenor 
of his dialogue." Unconnected extracts will always fail to interest 
and impress the young to the same extent as a coherent story and 
»n animated scene. 

Acting upon these convictions, I have endeavored to extract the 
essence, as it were, of sixteen of Shakspeare's most approved Dra- 
mas — ^preserving is each the main story entire, by the aid of brief 
explanatory notes connecting tfie selections. The strictiy poetical 
passages have been generally retained in preference to the comic 
portions, my limits compelling me to a choice between the two. 
Conceding the necessity of this almost imperative choice, I believe 
that the selections are those, to which the lovers of Shakspeare 
most frequentiy and most satisfactorily recur. 

Of the liberties I hava beei) compelled to take with my authoi; 
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• 

I acarcely kuow hdHv to epeak with becoming propriety. I profeti 
ID share the common veneration entertained for the pure nnmntilated 
text of Shakspeare ; «nd can estimate at what it is worth that ultim 
fastidioiisness, which denounces the great **Poet of Nature** fof 
having made his characters speak agreeably to the spirit of his oum 
age. Still, in preparing a selection of his works for the express pur- 
pose contemplated in my design, I have not hesitated to exercise a 
severe revision of his language, beyond that adopted in any similar 
undertaking — ^ Bowdler's Family Shakspeare '' not even excepted ;^ 
ind simply, because I practically know the impossibility of intro- 
ducing Shakspeare as a Class Book, or as a satisfactory Reading 
Book for Families, without this precautionary revision. 

To render the selections better adapted for expressive reading, 
I have ako ventured to disencumber several passages of unneces- 
sary circumlocution, consulting standard authprities to aid me in this 
portion of my labors. 

I may be held amenable at the bar of criticism, for what may be 
deemed by many a profonation of Shakspeare. 

In extenuation of my temerity, I may be permitted to say, that 
although the undertaking of such a work as the present, has been 
urged upon me by convictions, practically enforced, of its necessity, ' 
I Ivive long been restrained from making the attempt from con- 
scientious scruples as to its propriety. But Co— 

"Don, great rigrht/' 

I have done , 

"JLlitaewrong** 

Shakspeare, in the original, is effectually excluded from our 
Schools ; and modem refinement is £Eist bamsUng him from the 
Home Reading Circle. To bring his profound moral and intellec- 
tual teachings to bear upon the early mental trainmg of the young, 
and to extend his genial influences around the Domestic Hearth. 
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•eepied to me justifiable attempts; expedient to be made at all 
hazards. 

I have therefore prepared these selections with such a carefully 
expurgated Text, that the Book may be introduced mto our Schools 
with perfect confidence, by the most fastidious Teacher; and with 
equal propriety it can be used for reading aloud in the most refined 
and pure-minded Family, or Social Circle. 

In justice to myself, I may be permitted to add, that I have 
avoided, as far as it was practicable with the nature of my design, 
the substitution of any language of my own for the pure text of 
Shakspeare. I have been compelled occasionally tc resort to the 
use of synonymes, but these have been adopted but sparingly. 
When difficulties beset me in the original, I have preferred, in most 
cases, excision to aUeraikn. I may possibly have 

" Cat hejfond the wound, 

To mako the cure etmfUU ;** 

but there is high medical authority for believing that this is the 
most successful treatment in desperate cases. 

With this explanatory, and I may add, deprecatory preface, I 
8ul»nit the result of my humble, but very toilsome labors, to tht 
test of public opinion. 

NbwTobk, littriMiy », 184» 
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fHE few incidents in Shakspeare's life are surrounded with 
douU and fable ;' indeed, until lately, little could be said of hia 
Biography, but that " he was bom, lived, and died." The researches 
of Malone, and more recently those of Collier, Knight, and Halliwell, 
have however thrown some light on the Poet's history, and from 
these authorities we are enabled to compile a brief memoir of his life 
sufficient for our present design, referring the youthful student to the 
more elaborate sources to which we are indebted. 

William Shakspeare was bom at Stratford-upon-Avon, in the 
county of Warwick, England, in April, 1564. He was baptized on 
the 26th of the month, and a tradition exists that he was bom on 
the 23d April, the anniversary of St. Greorge the tutelar Saint of Eng- 
land. His father, John Shakspeare, was a wool-comber, or glover, who 
had risen above his somewhat obscure position by marrying a rural 
heiress, Mary Arden, possessed of a small estate in Warwickshire. 
Shakspeare's father rose to be high baiiifTand chief alderman of Strat« 
ford ; but became depressed in circumstances about the year 1578. 

William was the eldest of six surviving children, and JEifter re- 
ceiving some education in the grammar school of his native town, 
he is said to have been brought home to assist in his father's business. 
There is an entire blank in his history for several years of his early 
life, but it may well be conjectured, that he was then treasuring up 
materials for those imperishable works which haye rendered him the 
most eminent genius the world has ever produced. Some of his 
biographers have endeavored to prove that a portion of this period 
was passed in a lawyer's office, from the familiaritv he exhibits in his 
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works, with technical legal phrase and Dlustrations. But sinw^r 
evidence might he adduced to prove his preparation for the church, 
or for the medical professicn, for his works abound in the profoundest 
theological truths, and he appears to be equally well skilled in the 
elementary knowledge of medical science. 

The amount of Shakspeare's educational acquirements has been 
the subject of eager scrutiny and controversy, "^en Jonson, with 
whom he was on terms of intimate acquaintance, says, he had " Uttle 
Latin and less Greek." This is admittmg that he knew something 
of both languages. His choice of two classical subjects for his early 
poetry, Vemis and Adonis, and Lucrece, and the numerous allusions 
in his Plays to the mythobgy of the ancients, appear to warrant the 
conclusion that he was, at least, deeply imbued with the spirit and 
taste of classical literature. But, genius such as Shakspeare's did 
not derive its inspiration from mere classical learning. He was 
doubtless an irregular student, yet his native intellect and com- 
prehensive mind enabled him, by study and observation, and ^ al- 
most by intuition, to treasure up stores of knowledge by which he 
subsequently distanced all the university-bied wits and authors of his 
times." 

On the 28th of November, 1582, Shakspeare was married to Anne 
Hathaway, the daughter of a " substantial yeoman " of the village ol 
Shottery, about a mile from Stratford, and in the year 1586, it is 
ascertained that he removed to London, and commenced the occupa* 
tion of a Player. 

Much conjectural speculation has been expended upon the pro- 
bable causes, which induced Shakspeare to adopt the profession of an 
actor, but no authentic accounts can be traced to ascertain the pre- 
cise facts. During the period of his father's elevation to office, 
companies of players were frequently in the habit of performing at 
Stratford ; among these players were several who were Shakspeare's 
townsmen. An acquaintance with these persons may naturally hav9 
been formed by the future Dramatist, and when circumstances in- 
duced him to quit Stratford, the intimacy with his old associates may 
have been resumed and his connection with the stage decided upon. 

Shakspeare soon rose to distinction in the theatre, for in the year 
1589 he became a shareholder in the Blackfriars Theatre. In 1596 
he was a proprietor, and in 1603 he was named second in a new patent 
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granted to the King's Players, by James I., on that monarch's acces* 
sion to the British throne. 

That the extraordinary powers of Shakspeare as a Dramatic 
writer, was the cause of his rapid elevation in the theatre, is a fact 
almost beyond dispute, for his talents as an actor never appear to 
have risen beyond a respectable mediocrity. A contemporary author- 
ity (supposed to be Lord Southampton) says that he was ^ of good 
account in the dbmpany ;" and traditionary evidence assigns him the 
character of the " Ghost in Hamlet," and " Adam in As you like 
It," as being among the chief parts he sustained in his own plays. 

With the nobles, the wits, and poets of his day, he lived in fami- 
liar intercourse. Even royalty unbended to do honor to the immortal 
Dramatist ; his Plays were the favorite recreation of the haughty 
Elizabeth, and even the weak-minded James I. was not insensible 
to the genius of the great Poet. Ben Jonson, in a euAOgy on Shaks- 
peare, speaks of his Dramas, <<That so did take Eliza and our 
James ;" and other contemporary authorities confirm the fact of his 
popularity. 

It is likely that Shakspeare began his career as a Dramatic 
Author by altering and adapting Plays for the Stage, furnished by 
other Dramatists, and subsequently, as he felt his powers expand, he 
poured forth in rapd succession that series of splendid Dramas, which 
are the imperishable monuments of his genius. No distinct chrono- 
logical account can be given of these wonderful productions. It is 
however tolerably well established, that the whole of the thirty-seven 
Plays were produced before the year 1612, as it is supposed in that 
year he retired finally to his native town, where he had previously 
purchased an estate, called New Place, the principal house in Strat- 
ford. He had by this time acquired a handsome competency ; and, in 
the words of his biographer Rowe, ^ The latter part of his life was 
spent, as all men of good sense will wish theirs to be, in ease, retire- 
ment, and the conversation of his friends." 

Pour years were passed by Shakspeare in this dignified retirement. 
He died on the 23d April, 1616, having just completed his fifty- 
second year. His widow survived him seven years. His two 
daughters were both married at the time of his death, (his only son, 
Hanmet, had died in 1596,) but all these died without issue, and there 
now remains no lineal representative of the Poet. He was interred 
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in the Church of Stratford-upon-Avon, where a monument to liui 
memory still exists in good preservation, and a flat grave-stone in 
front of the monument indicates the Poef s grave. On the stone is 
inscribed these lines, which tradition ascribes to be his own composi- 
tion. 

" Good frend, for lesvs sake forbeaie 
To digg the dvit encloased heare : 
Blete be ye man yt spares thes stones, 
And cnst be be yt moves my bones." 

We dose this brief and unsatisfactory memoir of the life of 
Shakspeare, by the following comprehensive summary of his charac- 
ter, by Hallam the Historian. 

'* The name of Shakspeare is the greatest in our literature. No 
man ever came near to him in the creative powers of his mind ; no 
man had ever snch strength at once, and such variety of i 



HAMLET, 

PRINCE OP DENMARK. 



Sbakbpcarb ii nippowd to have Ukmi the Plot of thb Play, fltm " the HiUMry of 
• IIaalek,''a«itufoiuMlAarratediaSazoOraiBmaliciu, theDanishHiitoiiaa. AaEaglUi 
tnuulatioii of thii partjcnlar story waa poblished dnrinf the Poet'i lifo, entitled ".Histoiie 
of HamUet, Prinoe of Denmark," and fVom this yeruon, it is oo^jectored that Shak- 
apeaie drew the materials, which have assisted him in this mastM-pieoe of tragic com- 
position. As this Play is the most finished and the most popular of our Author's 
productions, we have incorporated into our selections nearly all the prominent scenes. 

We eannoC better introduce the youthful student into a just discrimination of th 
leadiaf characteristics of Hamlet, than by furnishing the following clear analysis from tL 
pen of Goethe. He says— 

" It is dear to me that Shakspeare*s intention was to exhibit th» eflbcts of a great 
action imposed as a duty upon a mind too feeble fmr its accomplishment. 

** In this sense, I find the character consistent throughout There is an oak planted ia 
a china vase, proper only to receive the most delicate flowers ; the roots strike out, and 
the vessel flies to pieces. A pure, noble, highly moral disposition, but without that 
energy of soul which constitutes the hero, sinks under a load which it can neither support 
Bor resolve to abandoii altogether. ^U his obligations are sacred to him ; but this alona 
is above his powers. 

" An impossibility is required at his hands ; not an impossibility in itself, but that whidi 
is so to him. Observe how he shifts, tunu, hesitates, advances, and recedes ; how he is 
eontinnally reminded and reminding himself of his great commission, which he, nevertho- 
Isss, in the end, seems almost entirely to lose sight of; and this without ever ie!BOverinf 
r tranquillity." 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Claitdius, Kiti^of Denmark. 

Haxlbt, son trthe former, and nephew to the present King. 

PolonAts, Lord Chamberlain. 

HonATio, friend to Hamlet. 

Labrtss, son to Polonius. 
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A Captain. 

An Ambassador, 
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SCENE,— Elsinore. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Elsinore. A Platform before the Castle. 
Feancisco on his post. Enter to him Beksaxdo, 

Ber, Who's there ? 

Fran. Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold 

Yourself. 

Ber. Long live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo ? 

Ber. He. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon your hour. 

Ber. 'Tis now struck twelve ; get thee to bed, Francisco. 

Fran. For this relief, much tlumks : 'tis bitter cold. 
And I am sick at heart. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran. Not a mouse stirring. 

Ber. Well, good night. 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. I think I hear them — Stand, ho ! Who is there ? 

Hot. Friends to this ground. 

Mar, And liegemip to the Dane. 

Fran. Give you good night. 

Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier ; 

Who hath reliev'd you ? 
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Fran. Bernardo hatii my place. 

Give you good night. [^Exiz FRANCisoa 

Mar, Holla, Bernardo ! 

Ber. Say. 

What, is Horatio there ? 

Hot. a piece of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio ; welcome, good Marcellus. 

Hcxr, What, has this thing appeared again to-ni^t ? 

Ber. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says, 'tis but our fantasy ; 
And will not let belief take hold of him. 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us : 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That, if again this apparition come, . 
He may approve our eyes, and speak to it. 

Hot. Tush ! tush ! 'tiidll not appear. 

Ber. Sit down awhile ; 

And let us once again assail your ears, 
That are so fortifiSl against our story, \ 

What we two nights have seen. 

Hor. Well, sit we dowii, 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. Last night of all, / 

When yon same star, that's westward from tlieij)de, -^ 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven ^ 
Where now it bums, Marcellus, and myself. 
The bell then beating one, — 

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes again ! 

Enter Ghost. 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's dead, i, 

Mar. Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio. 

Ber. Looks it not like the king ? mark it, Horatio. 

Hor. Most like : it harrows me with fear, and wonder. 

Ber. It would be spoke to. 

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou, that usurp'st this time4f night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee, speak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See ! it stalks away. 

Hor. Stay ; speak : speak J charge thee, speak. [Exit Ghosl 

Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Ber, How now,*Horatio ? you tremble, and look pale : 
Is not this something more than fantasy ? 
What think you of it? 

Hor. I might not this believe. 
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Without the sensible and true avoueh 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar, Is it not like the king 7 

Hot, As thon art to thyself: 
Such was the very armour be had on, 
When he the amHtious Norway combated ; 
So frown'd he once, when, in an an^ paile, 
He smote the sledded Pdack on the ice. 
Tis strange. 

Mar. 'Aius, twice before, and jump at this ^tol hov» 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Hw, bi what particular thought to work, I know nol | 
But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion. 
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 
In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 
A httle ere the mistiest Junius fell, 
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
iMd squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 
As, stars with trains of fire shed dews of Uood, 
Disaster's dimm'd the sun ; and the moist star. 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire standi. 
Was sick almost to doomsKlay witii eclipse. 
And even the like precurse of fierce events^— 
As harbingers preceding stlQ the fates, 
And prologue to the omen coming on,— 
Have heaven and earth together chsmonstrated 
Unto our climates and countrymen. — 

jRe^enter Ghost 

But, soft ; behold ! lo, where it comes ajzam ! 

I'll cross it, though it blast me. — Stay, iflusioiil 

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice, 

Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done, ' 

That may to mee do ease, and grace to me, 

Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country's fete. 

Which, happily, forelgaowing may avoid, 

O, speak ! 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 

Extorted treasure from the depths of earth. 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death : 

Speak of it : — stay, and speak. {Esni Gfaoit 

Mar, 'Tis gone ! 

We do it wrong, being so majestical, 

To offer it the show of violence. 

Bet, It was about to speak, when the cock crew- 
Hor, And then it started like a guilty thing 

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard. 
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The cock, that is the trumpet to the moni, 
Dodi with his lofty and shrill-sounding thioal 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning, 
Wbether in sea or fire, in earth or air, 
The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth hereir 
This present object made probation. 

Mar, It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviours birth is celebrated. 
This bird of dawning singeth aU night long : 
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets striks^ 
No feiry takes, nor witch tath power to harm, 
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Hor, So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad. 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern lill : 
Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice, 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life. 
This spirit, dumb to us, wOl speak to him : 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let's do't, I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most convenient. [ExeunU 

SCENE II.— T^ same. A Room of State in the same. 

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, Lomfb, and 
Attendants. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe ; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature, 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state, 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated joy, — 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein bfiir'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along : — ^Por all, our thanks. 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you ? 
You told us of some suit ? What is't, Laertes ? 

Laertes. My dread lord, 
Your leave and favor to return to France; 
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Prom whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 

To show my duty in your coronation ; 

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 

My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King, Hav^you your father's leave ? What says Poloniost 

Pol. He hath, my lord, — 
I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine, 
And thy best graces : spend it at thy will. — 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, 

Ham. A little more than kin, and less than kind. [Aside. 

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on you I 

Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much i* the sun. . 

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted color off, 
And let' thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy vailed hds V.^^ 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust : > 

Thou know'st, 'tis common ; all that live, must die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

QiLeeTL If it be, 

Why seems it so particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not seems. 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye. 
Nor the dejected 'havior of the visage. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief. 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within, which passeth show ; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King. 'Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Haitdet, 
To give these mourning duties to your father : 
But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound, 
In filial obligation, for some tem\ 
To do obsequious sorrow : But to pers^ver 
vin obstinate condolement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness; 'tis unmanly grief: 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 
A heart unfortified, or mind impatient : 
An understanding simple and unschool'd :^ 
For what, we know, must be ; and is as commoo 
As any of the most vulgar thing to sense, 
Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 
Take it to heart ? Fye ! 'tis a fault to heaven. 
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We pray you, throw to earth 
This unpi^vailing woe ; and think of us 
As of a fa&r : for let the world take note, 
You are the most immediate to our throne ; 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet; 
I pray thee stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham, I shaU in all my l^st obey you, madam. 

King, Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply ; 
Be as ourself in Denmark. — ^Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits smilinff to my heart : in grace whereof, 
No jocund nealth, that Denmark drinks to-day 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell ; 
Re-speafing earthly thunder. Come away. 

[Exeunt EncG, Queen, Lords, cfc, Polonius, and Lasri 

Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ! . 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter ! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
Pye on't ! O fye ! 'tis an unweeded garden. 
That grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in nature. 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this ! 
But two months dead ! — nay, not so much, not two ; 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a satyr : so loving to my mother. 
That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! ^ 

Must I remember ? And yet, within a month, — 
Let me not think on't ; — ^Frailty, thy name is woman !— 
A little month ; or ere those shoes were old, 
Widi which she foUow'd my poor father's body. 
Like Niobe, all tears ; — why she, even she, — 
O heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason, 
Would have moum'd longer, — married with my uncle, 
My father's brother ; but no more like my father. 
Than I to Hercules : 
It is not, nor it cannut come to, good ; 
But break, my heart ; for I must hold my tongue ! 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellyts. 

Hot, Hail to your lordship ! 

Ham, I am glad to see you well : 

Horatio,— or I do forget mvself. 
Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever. ' 
Ham, Sir, my good friend ; I'll change that naoie with yea. 
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And what make you from Wittenberg, Hoiitio ?— 
Marcellus ? 

Mar, My good lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to see you ; good even, sir,— 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hor, A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham, I would not hear your enemy say so ; 
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence, 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know, you are no truant 
But what is your affair in Elsinore ? 
Well teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 

Hor, JVfy lord, I came to see your father's funeral. 
.Ham, I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student ; 
I think, it was to see my mother's wedding. 

Hcrr, Lide^, my lord, it foUow'd hard upcm. 

Ham, Thrift, thrill, Horatio ! the funeral bak'd meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
'Would 1 had met my dearest foe in heaven 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio I — 
My father, — ^Methinks, I see my father. 

Hor, Where, 

My lord? 

Ham, In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hor^ I saw him once, he was a goodly ] 

Ham, He was a man, take him for all in i 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor, Mv lord, I think I saw h^ yesten^ght. 

Ham, ascwl who? 

Hor, My lord, the king your father. 

Ham, The king my fittter ! 

Hor, Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear ; till I may deliver. 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 

Ham, For heaven's love, let me hear. 

Hor, Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and &mardo, on their watch. 
In the dead waist and middle of the night. 
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your fathei, 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-drpd. 
Appears before them, and, with solemn march. 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he wdkM, 
By their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes. 
Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distfll'd 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear. 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secrecy impart they ^d ; 



HAMLBT. 

. And I with them, the third night kept the watch; 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 
Fonn of the thing, each word made tme and good, 
The apparition comes : I knew yonr father ; 
These hands are not more like. 

Ham. ' But where was this 7 

Mar, My lord, npon the platform where we watch'd. 

Har/i, Did you not speak to it ? 

Hor. My lord, I did: 

But answer made it none : yet once, aiethongfat, 
It lifled np its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away, 
And vanish'd from our sig^t 

Ham, 'Tis very strange. 

Hot. As I do live, my honor'd Iwd, 'tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty. 
To let you know of it. 

Ham, Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 

AH. We do, my loixi. 

Ham, Arm'd,say you ? 

All, Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham, From top to toi- f 

AU, My lord, from head to foot 

Ham, Then saw you not 

His face. 

Hot, O, yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up. 

Ham, What, look'd he frowningly ? 

HofT, A countenance more 

In sorrow than in anger. 

Ham, Pale, or red ? 

Hot, Nay, very pale. 

Ham, And fix'd his eyes upon you ? 

Hot, Most constantly. 

Ham, I would, I had beai there. 

H&r, It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham, Very like. 

Very like: Stay'd it long ? 

Hot, While one with moderate haste might tell a hundred. 

Ham, His beijfd was grizzl'd 7 no ? 

Hot, It was, as I have seen it in his life, 
A sable silver'd. 

Ham, I will watch to-night ; 

Perchance, 'twill walk again. ' 

Hot, I wafranf , it will. 

Ham, If it assimie my noble father's person, 
ni speak to it, though hell itself should gape, 

2* 
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And bid me hold my peace. I pray you aU, 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this sight, 
Let it be tenable in yonr silence still ; 
And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue ; 
I win requite your loves : So, fare you well : 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
ru visit you. 

AIL Our duty to your honor. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : FarewelL 

[Exeunt Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernabdo 
My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 
I doubt some foul play : 'would, the night were come ! 
Till then sit still, my soul : Foul deeds will rise. 
Though all the earth o'erwhehns them, to men's eyes. 

[ExU. 

SCENE m.— A Room in PolomuB'House. 
Enter Laertes and Ofhelia. 

Laer. My necessaries are embark'd ; farewell : 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit. 
Pray let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that ? 

iJaer, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favor, 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 
For he himself is subject to his birth : 
He may not, as imvalued persons do. 
Carve for himself: * 

Then weigh what loss your honor may sustain, 
If with too credent ear you list his songs. 
Fear it, OpheUa, fear it, my dear sister ; 
And keep you in the rear of your aflfection, 
Out of the shot and danger of desire ; 
The chariest maid is prodigal enough. 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon. 

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep, 
As watchman to my heart : But, good my brother, 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a puff'd and reckless Ubertine, 
Himself the primrose path of daUiance treads. 
And recks not his own rede. * 

Laer. O fear me not 

I stay too long ; — ^But here my father comes. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for shame; 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail. 
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^nd you are staid for : There, my blessing with you ! 

[Laying his hand on Laertes* head 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act 
Be thou fainiliar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'a, unfledgM comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but, being in. 
Bear it, that the opposer may beware of thee. 
Give every man f nine ear, but few thy voice : 
Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy. 
But not e2q)ress'd in fancy : rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel bit proclaims the man ; 
And they in France, of the best rank and station, 
Are most select and generous, chief in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend : 
And borrowing duUs the edge of husbandry. 
This above all, — ^To thine ownself be true ; 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
Farewell ; mf blessing season this in thee ! 

Laer, Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

Pol The time invites you ; go, your servants tend. 

Laer, Farewell, Ophelia : and remember well 
What I have said to you. 

Oph, 'Tis in my memory lock'd, 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 

Laer, Farewell. 



SCENE IV,— The Platform. 
Enter Hamlet, Hokatio, and Mabcellus. 

Ham, The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 

Hor, It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham, What hour now ? 

Hor, I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Hor, Indeed ? I heard it not ; then it draws near 1;he season, 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

[A flourish of trumpets, and ordnance shot off, vnthin* 
What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes his rouse, 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down, 
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The kettle-dram and immpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hot Is it a custom 7 

Ham, Ay, many, is't : 
But to my miiid,-4hough I am native here, 
And to the manner bom, — it is a custom , 
More honor'd in the breach, than the observanct. 

£nter Ghost 

flbr. Look, my lord, it comes ! 

Ham, Angels and ministers of grace defend m ) • 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd, 
Brin^ with thee airs from heaven, or blasts firom iiai 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 
Thou com'st in such a questionable shape. 
That I will speak to thee; Fll call thee Uamlety 
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me : 
Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell, 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ! why tiie sepulchre^ 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-um'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws. 
To cast thee up again ! What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, 
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature, 
So horribly to shake our disposition, 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 
Say why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ? 

Hot, It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

mar. Look, with what courteous action 

It waves you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go with it. 

Hot, No, by no means. 

Ham, It will not speak ; then I will follow it. 

Har, Do not, my lord. 

Ham, Why, what should be the tear f 

1 do not set my life at a pin's fee ; 
And, for my soul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 
It waves me forth again ; — ^I'U follow it. 

Hot, What, if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, 
That beetles o'er his base into the sea 7 
And there assume some other horrible form, 
And draw you into madness ? 
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Ham, it waves me still :— 

Go on, 11. follow thee. 

Mar. You shall not go, my loYd. 

Ham. Hold off your hands. 

Hor. Be rul'd, you shall not go. 

Ham. My fate cries out, 

And malces each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion'^ narve. — [Ghost beckom, 

StiU am I caU?d ; — ^unhand me, gentlemen : — 

[BrecHdng from (hem. 
By beaven, Fll make a ghost of him that lets me :— 
I say, away : — Go on, rll follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlii 

SCENE v.— A mare remote Part of the Platform. 
Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Hum. Whither wilt thou lead me? speak. Ill go no f urthei 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. I wOl. 

Ghosts My hour is ahnost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou sbuedt hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghost. I am thy father's spirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain tenn to walk the night, 
And, for the day confin'd to fast in fires, 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature. 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold, wnose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, nke stars, start from their spheres ; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to stand on end. 
Like quiUs upcm the fretful porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood : — List, list, O list ! — 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love . 

Ham. O heaven ! 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder 

Ham. Murder? 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 
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Ham, Haste me to know it ; that I, with winfi^s as swift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost, I find thee apt ; 

And duller should'st thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
Would'st thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
^Tis given out, that sleeping in mine orchard, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life, 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. O, my prophetic soul ! my micle ! 

Ghost, Ay, — 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts. 
He won to his shameful love 
The will of my most seeming virtuous queen : 
O, Hamlet, what a faUing-on was there ! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But, soft ! methinks, I scent the morning air ; 
Brief let me be : — Sleeping within mine orchard^ 
My custom always of the afternoon, 
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 
With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial. 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distilment ; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
And, with a sudden vigor, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager (froppings into milk. 
The thin and whmesome blo^ : so did it mine; 
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand. 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch'd : 
_ Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
' No reckonmg made, but sent to mv account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Ham. O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible! 

Ghost. If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 
But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act, 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven, 
And to tliose thorns thart in her bosom lodge. 
To goad and sting her. Fare thee weU at once ! 
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The glow-worm shows the i;.atin to be near, 

And 'gms to pale his ineffectual fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. \ExU, 

Ham, Hold, hold, my heart : 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 
But bear me stiffly up ! — Remember thee ? 
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
In this distract^ globe. Remember thee ? 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
m wipe away all trivial fond records. 
All saws of lxx)ks, all forms, all pressures past 
That youth and observation copied there ; 
And tiy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven. 
I have swom't. 

Hor. [Within.] My lord, my lord, 

Mar, X Within?] Lord Hamlet, 

H(yr. [Within.] Heaven secure him ! 

Ham. SfO be it 

Mar. [Within.] Dlo, ho, ho, my lord ! 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come. 

Enter Hoeatio and Marcellus. 

Mar. How is't, my noble lord ? 

Hor. What news, my lord ? 

Ham. O, wonderful ! 

Hor, Good my lord, tell it. 

Ham. No ; 

You will reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord. 

Ham, How say you then ; would heart of man once think it T— 
But you'll be secret, 

Iior. Mar. Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Ham, There's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all Denmark, 
But he's an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the grave, 
Tp tell us this. 

Ham, Why, right ; you are in the right : 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit that we shake hands, and part : 
You, as your business, and desire, shall point you ;— 
For every man hath business, and desire. 
Such as it is, — and'for my own poor part, 
Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, my lord. 

Ham. I am sorry they ofiend you, heartily ; yes, 
•Faith, heartily. 
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Hot. There's no offence, my lend 

Ham, Yes, by St Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision horey— 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you ; 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'er-master it as you may. And now, good friends. 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 
Give me one poor request. 

jHbr. What is't, my lord? 

We will. 

Ham, Never make known what you have seen to-night 

jfiTor. Mar: My lord, we will not 

Ham, Nay, but swear't 

jfiTor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham, Never to speak of this that you have seen, 
Swear by my swora. 

GhoU, [jBe7i«a/A.] Swear. 

Hor, O day and night, but this is wondrous strange ! 

Ham, And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt c^ in your philosophy. 
But come ;— 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy ! 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself. 
As I, percmmce, hereafter, shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on. — 
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall 
With arms encumber'd thus, oi this head-shake^ 
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 
As, rfeUy inell, we know;— or, We could, atid iftpe ^Pat4tf ;— *oi^ 
ff toe list to speak ;— or. There be, an if they might ;'^ 
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me : — ^This do you swear. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you ! 

Ohost, [Beneath,,'] Swear. 

Ham, Kest, rest, perturbed spirit ! So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
God wiUing, shall not lack. Let us go in together i 
And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint ; — O cursed spite ! 
That ever I was bom to set it right'! 
Nay, comiB, let's go together. \Btwm, 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

Hamlet ha. sow put on his ootinterfeit madneM. H« vUti Opfa«Ha ia thte '* aaila 
gaba/' and tha afirighted maiden narrates to her father the droamstaneet attaadiag 
Bis visit 

Ophelia. — ^Polosius. 

Pol, How now, Ophelia ? what's the matter ? 

Oph. O, my lord, my lord, I have been sp affrighted ! 

Pol, With what, in the name of heaven. 

Oph, My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
Lord Hamlet, — ^with his doublet m nnbracM ; 
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other ; 
He comes before me. 

Pol Mad for thy love? 

Oph, My lord, I do not know ; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol, What said he ? 

Oph, He took me by the wrist, and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He fiills to such perusal of my face. 
As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so ; 
At last, — ^A little shaking of mine arm. 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,^* 
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound, 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk, ^ 

, And end his being : That done, he lets me go : 
And, with his head over his shoulder tum'd. 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o'dooTs he went without their helps, 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol, Come, go with me ; I vnll go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstasy of love ; 
What, have you given him any hard words of late ? 

OpA. No, my good lord ; but, as you did command, 

^d repel his letters, and denied 
access to me. 
Pol, That hath made him mad. 

Come, go we to the king : 

This must be known ; which, being kept close, might move , 
More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. [ExeunL 

SCENE n.— A Ro(m in the Castle, 
Enter King, Queen, Rosencbantz, Guildenstebn, and Attendantii 

King, Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guildenstem ! 
Moreover that we much did long to see you, 
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The need, we have to use you, did provoke 

Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 

Of Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it, 

Since not the exterior nor the inward man 

Resembles that it was : What it should be, 

More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 

So much from the understanding of himself, 

I cannot dream of: I entreat you both. 

That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 

Some Uttle time : so by your companies 

To draw him on to pleasures ; ana to gather, 

Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 

That, open'd, lies within our remedy. 

Queen, Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you ; 
And, sure I am, two men there are not Uving, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
So to expend your time with us a while. 
Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 

Ros, Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us. 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Guil. But we both obey ; 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent, 
To lay our service freely at your feet. 
To be commanded. 

King, Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guildenstem. 

Qv£en, And I beseech you instanfly to visit 
My too much changed son. — ^Go, some of you, 
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

[Exeunt RosENCEiLNTz, Guildenstern, and some Attendants 

Enter Poloniits. 

Pol. I now do think, (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath us'd to do,) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that ; that do I long to hear. 

Pol. My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is. 
Why day is day, night, night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore, — since brevity is the soul of wit. 
And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes,— 
I will be brief : Your noble son is mad : 
Mad call I it : for, to define true madness. 
What is't, but to be nothing else but mad : 
But let that go. 
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Qtieen, ' More matter, with less art. 

Pol, Madam, I swear, I use n 3 art at all. 
That he is mad, 'tis true, 'tis pity ; 
And pity tis, 'tis true : a foolish figure ; 
But farewell it, far I will use no art. 
Mad let us graat him then : and now remains, 
That we find out the cause of this efiect ; 
Or, rather say, the cause of this defect ; 
For this eflfect, defective, comes by cause ; 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

I have a daughter ; have, while she is mine ; 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this : Now gather, and surmise. 
^^To the celestial, and my souVs idol, the most beautified Ophelia^ 1 
That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; beatUified is a vile phrase ; hot 
you shall hear. — ^Thus : — . 

In her excellent white bosom, these, &c. — 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pol. Good madam, stay awhile ; I will be faithful— [Reads. 

Doubt thou, the stars are fire; 

Doubt, that the sun doth move ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 
But never doubt, I love, 

O dear Ophelia, / am ill at these numbers ; I have not art to 
reckon my groans : but that I love thee best, O most best^ believe iL 
Adieu, 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst 

this mackine is to him, Hamlett 
This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me : 
\nd more above, hath his solicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place. 
All given to mine ear. 

King, But how hath she 

Receiv'd his love ? 

Pol. What do you think of me 7 

King. As of a man faithful and honorable. 

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might you think. 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing, 
(As I perceiv'd it, I must tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me,) what might you, 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think, 
If I had play'd the desk, or table-book ; 
Or given ray heart a working, mute and dumb, 
Or look'd upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think ? no, I went round to work. 
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a prinoe out of thy sphere; 
This must not be : and then I precepts gave her. 
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That she shonld lock herself from his resort, | 

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. | 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice, i 

And he, repulsed, (a short tale to make,) | 

Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; j 

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 
Thence to a lightness : and, by this declension, 
Into the madness wherein now he raves. 
And all we mourn for. 

King. Do you think, 'tis this ? 

Qu^, It may he, very likely. 

Pol. Hath ^ere been such a time, (Td fain know ^imSt^ 
That I have positively said, ^Tis so. 
When it prov'd otherwise ? 

King, Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise : 

[Pointing to Ms head and $houhkr. 
If circumtstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. Yon know, sometimes he walks for hours togedier, 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pd. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to him : 
Be you and»I behind an arras then ; 
Mark the encounter ; if he love her not. 
And be not from his reason fallen thereon. 
Let me be no assistant for a state. 
But keep a farm, and carters. 

King. We will try it 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away ; 
m board him presently : — O, give me leave. — 

[Exeunt King, Qiteen, and Attendants. 
How does my sood lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. ExceUent well. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. 
. Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man. 
- Pol. Honest, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this worid goes, is to be one man 
picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun bieed maggots in a dead dog, being a god| 
kissing carrion, ^Have you a daughter ? 
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PoL [Aside,] Still bar^mig cm my d&aehter.— yet he knew me 
not at firat ; he said I yms a fishmonger : He is fiur gone, fiur gone : 
and traly in mf youth I snfiered much extremity for love : very 
near this. Ill sp^ to him again. — ^What do you read, my lend ? 

Ham, Words, words, words ! 

Pol, What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham, Between who? 

Pol, I mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says here, that M 
men have gray beards ; that their faces are wrinkled ; their eyes 
purging thick amber, and plum-tree gum; and thai they have a 
plentiful lack of wit, together with most w^ hams : All of which, 
sir, though I most powerfully and potentiy believe, vet I hoid it not 
honesty vo have it tnus set down ; for yourself, sir, snail be as old as 
I am, if, like a crab, you could go backward. 

Pol, Thouffh this be madness, yet there's method in it. [Aside,] 
Will you walk out of the air, my lord ? 

Ham, Into my grave ? 

Pol, Indeed, that is out o' the air. — ^How pregnant sometimes his 
replies are ! a happiness that often madness mts on, which reason 
and sanity could not so prosperously be delivered of. I will leave 
him, and suddenly contrive the means of meeting between him and 
my daughter. — ^My honorable lord, I will most humbly ti^e my 
leave of you. 

Ham, You cannot, sir, take from me any thin^ that T will more 
willingly part withal ; except my life, except my life, except my life. 

Pol, Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools ! 

Enter Rosenceantz and Guildenstben. 

Pel, Yon go to seek the lord Hamlet ; there he is. 

Ros. Heaven save you, sir ! [To PoLOiinTS. 

[Exit POLONIUl. 

ChiiL My honor'd lord ! — 

Ham. My excellent ffood friendn ! How dost thou, Guildenstem t 
Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, how do ye both ? What news ? 

Ros, None, my lord ; but that the world's grown honest. 

Ham. Then is doomsday near : But your news is not true. But 
in the beaten way of friendship, what make you at Elsinore ? 

Ros, To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 

Ham, Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ^ but I thank 
you. Were you not sent for ? fe it your own inclimng ? Is it a 
free visitation 7 Come, come ; deal justly with me : come, come ; 
nay, speak. ^ 

OuU, What should we say, my lord ? 

Ham. Any thing— but to the purpose. You were sent for ; and 
jiere is a kind of confession in your looks, which your modesties 
have not craft enough to color : I know, the good king and queen 
bave sent for you. 
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Ros. To what eod, my lord ? 

Ham. That you must teach me. But lA me conjure you, by ths 
rights of our fellowship, by the consonancy of our youth, by the 
oWigation of our ever-preserved love, and by what more dear a fetba 
proposer could charge you withal, be even and direct with me, 
whether you were sent for, or no ? 

Ros. WJiat say you ? .[To Guildensteiin. 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you ; [Aside.] — if you love me, 
hold not off. 

GuU. My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipation prevent your 
discovery, and your secrecy to the king aod queen moult no fea&ier. 
I have of late, (but, wherefore, I know not,) lost all my mirth, for- 
gone all custom of exercises : and, indeed, it goes so heavily with my 
disposition, that this goodly frame, the eaiui, seems to me a stem 
promontory ; this most excellent canOpy, the air, look you, this brave 
o'erhanging firmament, this majestical roof fretted with golden fire, 
why, it appears no other thing to me, than a foul and pestilent con- 
gregation of vapors. What a piece of work is a man ! How noble 
in reason! how infinite in faculties! in form, and moving, how 
express and admirable ! in action, how Uke an angel ! in apprehen- 
sion, how like a god! the beauty of the world! the paragon of 
animals ! And yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust ? man . 
delights not me, nor woman neither ; though, by your smiling, you 
seem to say so. 

Ros. My lord, there is no such stuff in my thoughts. 

Hum. Why did you laugh then, when I said, Man deligJUs not 
me 7 

Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what lenten 
entertainment the players shall receive for you : we met them on 
the way ; and hither are they coming, to offer you service. 

Ham. He that plays the king shafl be welcome ; his majesty shall 
have tribute of me : the adventurous knight shall use his foil and 
target : the lover shall not sigh gratis ; the humorous man shall end 
his part in peace : the clown slmll make those laugh, whose lungs 
are tickled o' the sere ; and the lady shall say her mind freely, or the 
blank verse shall halt for 't. — ^What players are they ? 

Ros. Even those you were wont to tsie such delight In, the tra- 
gedians of the city. 

Ham. How cliances it, they travel ? their residence, both in repu^ 
ation and profit, was better both ways. 

Ros. I think, their inhibition comes by the means of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they did when I was in 
the city ? Are they so followed 1 

Ros. No, indeed, they are not. 

Bam. It is not very. strange : for my uncle is long of Denmark; 
and those, that would make mouths at him while my father liv^, 
give twen^, forty, fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece, for his picture in* 
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fitde. There is something in this more tfasm natural, if philosopliy 
eonld find it out. [Flcmrish (^ trumpets imUiin, 

Chill. There are the players. 

Ham, Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. Your hands. You 
are welcome : but my uncle-father, and aunt-mother, are deceived. 

GuU, In what, my dew lord ? 

Ham, I am but mad north-northwest : when, the wind is southerly 
I know a hawk from a handsaw. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol, Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstem, — and you too ; — at each ear a hearer ; 
that great baby, you see there, is not yet out of his swaddling clothes. 

Ros, Happily, he's the second time come to them ; for, they say, 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham, I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of the players ; mark 
*v. — You say right, sir : o' Monday morning ; *twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news 40 tell you. When Roscius was an 
actor in Rome, 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz ! 

Pol. Upon my honor, 

Ham. Then came each, actor on Ms ass, 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tragedy, comedy, 
history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, historical-pastoral, tragical-histori- 
cal, tragical-comical, historical-pastoral, scene individable, or poem 
unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light. For 
the law of writ and the liberty, these are the only men. 

Ham. O Jephthahy judge of Israel, — what a treasure liadst thou ! 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why — One fair daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved passing well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter. [Aside, 

Ham. Am not I i' the right, old Jephthah ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a daughter, that I 
love passing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, As by lot, God wot, and then, you know, Jt came to 
pass, As most like it was, — The first row of the pious chanson will 
show you more ; for look, my abridgment comes. 

The Playen enter, and at Hamlet's reqoest, the first player recites a spe^^. 

Ham. 'Tis well ; I'll have thee speak out the rest of this soon.— 
Good my lord, wiU you see the players well bestowed ? Do you 
hear, let them be well used ; for they are the abstract, apd brief 
chronicles, of the time : After your death *you were better Have a 
bad epitaph, than their ill re wrt while you rfi^e. 

Pol. My lord, I will use hem according to their desert. 
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Ham. Much better: Use every man after his desert, and who 
ahaU 'scape whipping ! Use them after yonr own hcnor and digi> 
nity : The less they deserve the more merit is in your bounty. Take 
th^ in. 

Pol Ck>me, sirs. 

]Exit PoLONius with some of the Players. 

Ham, Follow him, Mends : well hear a play to-morrow.— d)o8t 
thou hear me, old friend ; can yon pli^ the murder of Gonzago I 

1st Pl^y- Av, my lord. 

Ham. We'll have it to-morrow night. Yon could, for a need, 
study a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, which I would set 
down, and insert in't ? could you not 7 

1st Ploy* Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well, — ^follow that lord ; and look you mock him not 
[Exit Player.] My good friends, [To Ros. and Guil.] FU leave 
you till night : you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros. Good my lord. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildeiistbbb. 

Ham. Ay, so, heaven be wi' you :— Now I am alone. 
O, what it rogue and peasant slave am I ! 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here. 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion. 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit. 
That from her working all his visage wann'd ; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in his aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With fonns to his conceit ? and all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her ? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion, 
That I have 7 He would drown the stage with teaiBi 
And cleave the general ear, with horrid speech ; 
Make mad the guiltyj and appal the free. 
Confound the ignorant ; ana amaze, indeed. 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 
like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause. 
And can say nothing ; no, not for a king. 
Upon whose propei^, and most dear life, 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward 7 
Who calls me villain 7 breaks my pate across 7 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face 7 
Tweaks me by the nose 7 mves me the lie i' the throaty 
As deep as to the lungs 7 Who does me this 7 
Ha! 

Why, I should take it : for it cannot be^ 
3ut I am pigeon-livered and lack gall, 
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To Diake oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 
I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's ofial : 
Why, what an ass am I ? This is most brave ; 

Se upon't ! fob ! About my brains ! Humph ! I have beard, 
lat giiiltjr creatures sitting at a play, 
Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the som, that presently 
They have proclaimed their malefactions ; 
For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. I'll have these players 
Play somethii^g like the murder of my father, 
BeK>re mine imcle : I'll observe his ]#oks ; 
I'U tent him to the quick ; if he do blench, 
I know my course. The spirit that I have seen, 
May be a devil : and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleftsing shape ; yea, and, perhaps, 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, 
(As he is very potent with such spirits,) 
Abuses me to damn me : I'U have grounds 
More relative than this : the play's the thing, 
Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. [Exit 



ACT III. 

SCENE I.— A Room in the Castle. 

Enter King, Qtjeen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencbantz, and 

Gtjildenstern. 

King. And can you, by no drift of conference 
Gret from him, why he puta on this confusion ; 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With tufbulent and dangerous lunacy ? 

Ros. He does confess, he feels himself distracted ; 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

GuU. Nor do we find him forward to be soimded ; 
But, with a crafty madness keeps aloof. 
When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

Ros. Most like a gentleman. 

ChiU. But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Ros. Niggard of question ; but, of our demands, 
Most free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime ? 
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Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o'erraught on the way : of these we told him ; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : They are about the court • 
And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. 'Tis most true : 

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties. 
To hear and see the matter. 

King. With all my heart ; and it doth much content me 
To hear him so incHn'd. 
Good gentlemen, give hin* a further edge,. 
And drive his purpose on to Ui^se delights. 

Ros. We shsJl, my lord. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and GxriLDENSTEOH 

King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too : 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia : 

Her father, and myself (lawful espials,) 
Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge : 
And gather by him, as he is behav'd. 
If 't be the affliction of his love or no. 
That thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you : 

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish. 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildness ; so shall I hope your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again. 
To both your honors. 

Oph. Madam, I wish it may. [Exit Queeb 

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here : — Gracious, so please you, 
We will bestow ourselves : — Read on this book ; [To Ofhelia. 

That show of such an exercise may color 
Your loneliness. — We are oft to blame in this, — 
'Tis too much prov'd, that, with devotion's visage, 
And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King. O, 'tis too true ! how smart 

A lash that speech dotii give my conscience ! 

Pol. I hear him coming ; let s withdraw, my lord. 

[Exeunt. King and Po'^ONiua 

Enter Hamlet. 

JSdm. To be, or not to be, that is the question : — 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune ; 
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Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them ? — To die, — to sleep,— 

No more ; — and, by a sleep, to say we end 

The heartache, ana the thousand natural shocks 

That flesh is heir to, — 'tis a consummation 

Devoutly to be wish'd. To die ; — to sleep ; — 

To sleep ! perchance to dream ; — ay, there's the rub, 

For in fiiat sleep of death what dreams may come. 

When we have shuflled off this mortal coil. 

Must give us pause : there's the respect, 

That makes calamity of so long life : 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely* 

The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay, 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus make 

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear, 

To groan and sweat under a weary life ; 

But that the dread of something ailer death,— 

The undiscover'd country, from whose bourn 

No traveller returns, — ^puzzles the wUl ; 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought ; 

And enterprises of great pith and moment. 

With this regard, their currents turn awry. 

And lose the name of action. — Soft you, now ! 

The fair Ophelia ; — ^Nymph, in thy orisons 

Be all my sins remember'd. 

Oph. Good my lord. 

How does your honor for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you ; well. 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours 
That I have longed long to re-deliver ; 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Sam, No, not I ; 

I never gave you aught. 

Oph. My honor'd lord, you kiiow right well, you did; 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost. 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind. 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

fUodet falls into a irild extraracaaoe of speech, and then exili. 
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Oph, O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 
The glass of fashion, and the mould of fonn. 
The observ'd of all observers ! quite, quite down I 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows, 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reasoa 
like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth. 
Blasted with ecstasy : O, woe is me ! 
To have seen what I have seen, see what I see 

Re-enter King and Polokius. 

Kinff, Love ! his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack'd form a little. 
Was not like madness. There's something in his 8011I9 
O'er which his melancholy sits on brood : 
And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose, 
Will be some danger : Which for to prevent, 
I have, in quick determination. 
Thus set it down ; He shall with speed to England 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 
Haply, the seas, and countiies different, 
With variable objects, shall expel 
This something-settled matter in his heart ; 
Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus 
Prom fashion of himself. What think you ©n't ? 

Pol It shall do well ; but yet I do believe, 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. — How now, Ophelia ? 
X ou need not teU us what lord Hamlet said ; 
We heard it all. — ^My lord, do as you please ; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play, 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his grief; let her be roimd with him ; 
And I'll be plac'd, so please you, m the ear 
Of all their conference : If she find him not, 
To England send him : or confine hun, where 
Your wisdom best shaU think. 

King. It shall be so: 

Madness in great ones must not imwatch'd go. 



' Exeunt 



SCENE U.—A Hall in the same. 

Enter Hamlet, and certain PJayers. 

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced It to yon, 
trippingly on the tongue : but if you mouth it, as many of our play* 
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ere do, 1 had as lief the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw 
the air too much with your hand, tnus ; hut use aJ gently : for in 
the very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say) whirlwind of your 
passion, yon must acquire and beget a temperance, that may give it 
smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul, to hear a robustious peri- 
wig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to spUt the 
ears of tlie groundlings ; who, for the most part are capable of no- 
tliing but inexplicable dumb shows, and noise : I would have such a 
fellow whipped for o'erdoing Termagant ; it cut-herods Herod : pray 
you, avoid it. 

1st Play. I warrant, your honor. 

Mam, Be not too tame neither, but let your awn discretion be 
your tutor: suit the action to the word, the word to the action ; with 
this special observance, that you o'erstep not the modesty of nature ; 
for any thing so overdone is from the purpose of playing, whose end, 
both at the Srst, and now, was, and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirror 
up to nature ; to show virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, 
and the very age and body of the time, his form and pressure. Now 
this, overdone, or come tsjxly off, though it make the unskilful laugh, 
cannot but make the judicious grieve ; the censure of which one, 
must, in your allowance, o'erweigh a whole theatre of others. O, 
there be players, that I have seen play, — and heard others praise, 
and that mgmy, — ^not to speak it profanely, that, neither having the 
accent of Christians, nor the gait of Christian, Pagan, nor man, nave 
so strutted, and bellowed, that I have thought some of nature's 
journeymen had made men, and not made them well, they imitated 
humanity so abominably. 

1st -Ptoy. I hope, we have refonnod that indifferently with us. 

Ham, O, reform it altogether. And let those, that play your 
clowns, speak no more thsm is set down for them ; for there bie of 
them, that will themselves lauffh, to set on some quantity of barren 
spectators to lau^h too ; thou^, in the mean time, some necessary 
question of the pmy be then to be considered : that's vHImdous ; and 
shows a most pituul ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make 
you ready [Exeunt Pavers. 

HaTn. What, ho ; Horatio ! 

EfUer HoEATio. 

Hor, Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e'er my conversation cop'd withal. 

Hor. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter : 

For what advancement may I hope from thee. 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits. 
To feed and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be flatter'd t 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ; • 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the Knee, 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear T 
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Since my dear soul was mistress ^f her choice, 

And could of men distinguish her election. 

She hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been 

As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing ; 

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 

Hath ta'en with equal thanks : and bless'd are those, 

Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled, 

That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 

To sound what stop she please : Give me that man 

That is not pssion's slave, and I will wear him 

In my heart s core, ay, in my heart of heart, 

As I do thee.— Something too much of this. — 

There is a play to-night before the king : 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance, 

Which I have told thee of my father's death. 

1 pr'ythee, when thou seest that act a-foot, 

Even with the very comment of thy soul 

Observe my imcle : if his occulted guilt 

Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 

tt is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 

And my unaginations are as foul 

As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note : 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 

And, after, we will both our judgments join 

(n censure of his seeming. 

Hot. Well, my lord. 

Ham, They are coming to the play ; I must be idle : 
Set you a place. 

Danish march, A flourish. Eraer King, Queen, PoLONiua, 
Ophejja, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and others. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet ? - 

Ham. Excellent, i'faith ; of the camelion's dish : 
I eat the air promise-crammed : You cannot feed capons so. 

King, I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; these words are 
not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. My lord, — ^you played once in the 
university, you say ? [To Polonitts. 

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a good actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact ? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Caesar : I was killed i'the Capitol ; Brutus 
killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill so capital a calf there.— 
Ri the players ready ? 

Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

Sam. No, good mother, here's metal more attract] \e. 

Pol. Oho! do you mark that ? [To the KaOx 
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Harru Lady, shall I lie in your lap ? 

[Lyirtg doum at OpbeluJb feeL 

Ojoh, You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham, O ! your only jig-maker. What should a man do but be 
merry? for, look you, how cheerfully my mother looks, and my 
father died within these two hours. 

Oph, Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham, So' long 2 Nay, then let the devil wear black, for I'll have 
a suit of sables. O heavens ! die two months ago, and not forgotten 
yet ? Then there's hope, a great man's memory iiay outiive ms life 
half a year : But, by'r-lady, he must build churches then. 

Ovh, What means the play, my lord ? 

J5fam. Marry, this is michmg mallecho ; it means mischief. 

Oph, But what is the argument of the play ? 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham, We shall know by this fellow. 
Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your cleTnmcy, 

We beg your h&aring patiently. 
Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring ? 
Oph. *Tis brief, my lord. 
Ham. As woman's love. 

The play selected by Hamlet b performed before the court ; in which the rappow^ 
murder of his father is exhibited. 

The player dneen protests to her hasband— that — 

^Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife, 
f, once a widow, ever I be wife ! 

Ham. If she should break it now, [To Ophelia. 

P, King. ^Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here a while; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps, 

P. Queen. ' Sleep rock thy brain. 

And never come mischance between us twain ! [ExiL 

Ham. Madam, how like you tliis play ? 

Queen. The lady doth protest too much, methinks. 

Ham. O, but she'll keep her word. 
• King. Have you heard the argument ? Is there no offence in't ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest • no offence i'the 
world. 

King. What do you call the play ? 

Ham, The mouse-trap. Many, how? Tropically. This play 
is the image of a murder done in Vienna: Gonzago is the Duke's 
name ; his wife, Baptista : you shall see anon ; 'tis a knavish piece 
of work : But what of that ? your majesty, and we that have free 
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BOuIs, it touches ns not : Let the galled jade wince, our withers aro 
unwrung.— 

Ejiter a Player, as Lucdanus, 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and your love, if I could see 
coe puppets dallying. — ^Begin, murderer ; — begin ; 

^The croaki^ raven doth bellow for revenge. 

I/uc. Thoiights black, hands apt, drugs Jit, and time agreeing ; 
Ckmfederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected. 
With Hecaie^s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magic and dire property, - 
On wholesome lye usurp immediatdy. 

[Pours the poison into the sle^aer^s ears. 

Ham. lie poisons him i'the garden for his estate. lus name's 
Gonza^o ; the story is extant, and written in very choice Italian : 
You shall see anon, how the murderer gets the love of Gonzago'a 
wife. 

2 ph. The king rises. 
am. What ! frighted with false fire ! 
Queen. How fares my lord ? 
Pol. Give o'er the play. 
King. Giye me some light : — away ! 
Pol. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt aU but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep, 
Tlie hart imgalled play : 
For some must watch, whUe some must sleep ; 
Thus runs the world away : — 
O sood Horatio, I'll take the ghost's word for a thousand ponnd 
Di(r St perceive ? 

Hor. Very well, my lord. 

Ham, Upon the talk of the poisoning, 

Hor. 1 did very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ha ! — Come, some music ; come, the recorders. — 
For if the king like not the comedy. 
Why then, befike, — ^he likes it not, perdy. 

Enter Rosencrawtz and GuiLDENSTERir. 

Come, some music. 

GuU. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you. 
Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

ChiiL The king, sir, ^ 

Ham, Ay, sir, what of him ? 

Chiil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous distempered. 

Ham. With drink, sir ? 
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CfuU, No, my lord, with choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more richer, to signify tbia 
to the doctor ; for, for me to put him to his par|;atioii, would, perhaps, 
pliin|,e him into more choler. 

Cndl. Good my lord, put your discourse into some frame, and 
start not so wildly from my amiir. 

Ham, I am tame, sir : — ^pronounce. 
' ChiU, The queen, your mother, in most great affliction of spirit, 
hath sent me to you. 

Ham, You are welcome. 

Chill, Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the richt hreed. 
K it shall please you to make me a wholesome answer, I will do your 
mother's commandment : if not, your pardon, and my return, shall 
be the end of my business. 

Ham, Sir, 1 cannot. 

GuU. What, my lord ? 

Ham, Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit's diseased : But, 
sir, such answer as I can make, you shall commaqd ; or, rather, as 
you say, my mother : therefore, no more, but to tiie matter ; My 
mother, you say, 

Ros. Then thus she says ; Your behavior hath struck her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a mother ! — ^But is 
there no sequel at the heels of this mother's admiration ; impart. 

Ros, She desires to speak with you in her closet. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our mother. Have you 
any further trade with us ? 

Ros. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham, And do still, by these pickers and stealers. 

Ros, Good my lord, what is ybur cause of distemper ? you do, 
surely, but bar the door upon your own liberty, if you deny your 
griefs to your friend. 

Ham, Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice of the king him- 
self for your succession in Denmark ? 

Ham. Ay sir, but While the grass growSy — ^the proverb is som^ 
thing musty 

Enter the Players, with recorders, 

O, the recorders : — let me see one. — ^To withdraw with you : — ^Why 
do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if you would drive me 
into a toil ? 

Ouil O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love is too unman- 
nerly. 

Ham, I do not well understand that. Will you play upon this 
oipe? 

CfuU, My lord, I cannot. 

Ham, I pray you. 

ChuU, Believe me, I cannot. 

3* 
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Ham. I do beseech you. 

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ventages with yoai 
fingers and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, and it wiL dis- 
course most eloquent music. Look you, these are the stops. 

Guil. But these cannot I conmiand to any utterance of harmony j 
I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you make of 
me. You would play upon me ; you would seem to know my stops ; 
you would pluck out the heart of my mystery ; you would sound me 
from my lowest note to the top of my compass : and there is much 
music, excellent voice, in this Uttle organ ; yet cannot you make it 
speal^. S'blood, do you think, I am easier to be playod on than a 
pipe ? Call xtie what instrument you will, though you can fret me, 
yon cannot play upon me. . 

ErOer Polokius. 

God bless you, sir. 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, and presently. 

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud, that's almost in shape of a camel I 

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, mdeed. 

Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale ? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then vdll I come to my mother by and by. — They fool me 
to the top of my bent. — ^I wiU come by and by. 

Pol. I v^ll say so. [Exit Polonium. 

Ham. By and by is easily safd.-r-Leave me, friends. 

[Exeunt Ros., Guil., Hob., ^ 
'Tis now the very v^dtchmg time of night ; 
When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to mis world : Now could I drink hot blood. 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mother. — 
O, hjeart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be criiel, not unnatural : 
I will speak daggers to her, but use none. [ExU. 

SCENE m.—A Rornn in the same^ 
Enter King, Rosencrantz, and GuiLDENSTEEif . 

King. 1 like him not : nor stands it safe vrith us. 
To let nis madness range. Therefore, prepare you ; 
I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 
And he to England shall along with you : 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
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Hazard so near us. 

Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy \oyage ; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed. 
Ros, GuU. We will haste us. 

[Exeunt Rosemcrantz and GuiLDENBTREir. 

Enter Polonito. 

Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's closet : 
Behmd the arras 111 convey myself, 
To near the process ; FU warrant, she'll tax him home. 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 
Tis meet, that some more audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erbear 
Hie speech of vantage. Fare you well, my liege : 
111 call upon you ere you go to bed, ** 

And t^U you what I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord, [EatU PcSAMtxm, 

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 
It hath the primal eldest curse upon 't, 
A brother's murder ! — ^Pray can! not. 
Though inclination be as sharp as will ; 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent ; 
Aud, like a man to double business Dound, 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 
And both neglect What if this cur^ hand 
Were thicker than itself with brodier's blood ? 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens, 
To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy, 
But to confront the visage of ofience ? 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force,— 
To be forestalled, ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd, being down ? Then I'll look up ; 
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder I— 
That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd 
Of those effects for which I did the murder, 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 
In die corrupted currents of this world, 
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice ; 
And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : But 'tis not so above : 
There is no shuflling, there the action lies 
In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell'd, 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 
To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 
Try what repentance can : What can it not ? 
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Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 

O limed soul ; that straggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels, make assay ! 

Bow, stubborn fcnees ! and, heart, with strings cf steel. 

Be soft as sinews of the new-bom babe ; 

Ml may be well ! [Retires and kmeh 

SCENE IV. -^Another Room in ihe same. 
Enter Qtjeen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come straight. Look, you lay home to him ; 
Tell him, his pranks have heen too broad^to b^r ydth ; 
And that your grace hath screened and stood betweon 
Much heat and him. I'll silence me e'en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Queen. I'll warrant you ; 

Fear me not : withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[PoLONiirs hides himself 

Enter Hamlet. * 

Ham. Now, mother ; what's the matter ? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much oflfended. 

Hiam. Mother, you have my father much offended. 

QuecTL Come, colne, you answer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet ? 

Ham. What's the matter now ? 

Queen. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No, by the rood, not so ; 

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife ; 
And, — ^'would it were not so ! — ^you are my mother. 

Queen. Nay, then I'll set those to you that can speak. 

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall not budge ; 
You go not, till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see me inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do ? tiiou wilt not murder me ? 
Help, help, ho ! 

Pol. [Behind.'] What, ho ! help ! 

Ham. How now ! a rat ? [Draws. 

Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet malces a pass throvgh the arras 

Pol. [Behind.'] O, I am slain. [FcSls^ and dies. 

Queen. O me, what hast thou done ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king ? 

[lAfis up the arras, and draws forth Polokius 

Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 
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Ham, A bloody deed ; — almost as bad, good mother, 
Aa kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Qu^en, As kill a king ! 

Ham. Ah, lady, 'twas my word.^ 

Thou wretched, rash, intmding fool, farewell ! 

[ To PoLORKm. 
I took thee for thy better ; 

Leave wringing of your hands : Peace, sit you down, 
And let me wring your heart : for so I shall. 
If '.t be made of penetrable stuff; 
If damned custom have not braz'd it so, 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen, What have I done, that thou dar'st vag thy toima 
In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham, Such an act. 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 
Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off th» rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love. 
And sets a blister there ; makes marriage vows 
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul ; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven s face doth glow ; 
Yea, tnis solidity and compound mass, 
Witi tristful visage, as against the doom. 
Is thoughtrsick at the act. 

Queen, Ah me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ? 

Ham, Look here, upon this picture, and on this ; 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 
A station like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed. 
Where every God did seem to set his seal, 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
TWs was your husband. — Look you now, what follows : 
Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear, 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed. 
And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it love : for, al your age, 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble. 
And waits upon the judgment : and what judgment 
Would step from this to this ? 
O shame ! where is thy blush ? 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more. 
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Thou tum'st my eyes into my very soul ; * 

And there I see such black and grained spots, 

As will not leave their tinct. 

Speak to me no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears : 

No more, sweet Hairnet. 

Ham. A murderer, and a Tillain : 

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord : — a vice of kings : 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
And put it in his pocket ! 

Q;ieen, No more. 

Enter Ghost 

Ham, A king 

Of shreds and patches : — 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards ! — ^What would your gracious figoiet 

Queen, Alas ! he's mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 
That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command 7 
O, say. 

Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look ! amazement on thy molner sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soul; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is 't with you ? 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ? 
O gentle son. 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On mm ! on him ! — Look you, how pale he glares I 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones. 
Would make them capable. — ^Do not look upon me ; 
Lfest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stem effects : then what I have to do 
Will want true color ; tears, perchance, for blood. 

Queen. To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen. Nc^ng at all ; yet all, that is, I see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Queen. No, nouiing, but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there ! look how it steals away ! 
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My father, in his native habit as he lived i 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! [Exit Ghoet 

QueeA. This is the very coinage of your Drain : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy ! 
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
Ahd makes as healthful music : It is not madneM, 
That I have utter'd : bring me to the* test. 
And I the matter will re-word ; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass, but my madness, speaks : 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what's past : avoid what is to come. 

Queen,, O Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my heart in twain. 

Ham, O throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer wim the other half. 
Grood night : — 

And when you are desirous to be bless'd, 
I'll blessing beg of you. — ^Por this same lord, 

[Pointing to PoL02in7& 
I do repent : 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again^ good night I 
I must be cruel, only to be kind : 
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. 



ACT IV. 

The gnflty King and Qoeen, alarmed at the conseqnenoet which may resnit ftom 
Ham]et*8 evident knowledge of their crime*, determine to send him to England ai»d«r the 
charge of Rosencrantz and Gnildenstem, with private instmctions to the king of Eng- 
land to effect " The present death of Hamlet.** Thb is done, and the young prince 
nils for England. Ophelia, overcome with grief, at the death of her father, beoomei 
distracted, and seeks an interview with the Clneen. Yonng Laertea returns from 
France, and charges the King with being privy to the mnrder of Pdonins. 

SCENE v.— Elsmore. A Room in the Castle. 
Ervler Queen and Horatio. 

Queen. 1 will not speak with her. 

Sor, She is importunate ; indeed, distract. 

Queen, Let her come in. [Exit Horatio. 

"Twere good she were spoken with ; for she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 
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Enter Ophelia. 

Oph Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark ? 
Queen, How now, Ophelia ? 

Oph. Haw should I your true love know \,^wg^ 

From another one 7 
By his cockle hat and staffs 
And his sandal shoon f 
Qyeen, Alas, sweet lady, what imports this scmg? 
Oph Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 

He is dead and gone, lady, [Sings. 

He is dead and gone ; 
At his head a grass-green turf, 
At hi3 heels a stone. 

0,ho! 

Queen, Nay, but Ophelia, 

Oph, Pray you, mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow, 1*^^^^ 

Enter Kino. 
Queen, Alas, look here,my lord. 

Oph, Larded all with svjeetJUnoers ; 

Which hewept to the grave did go, 
Wi£h true-love showers. 

King, How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph, Well, Heaven 'ield you ! They say, the owl was a baker's 
daughter. We know what we are, but, know not ,what we 
maybe. . 

King, How long hath she been thus ? 

Oph. I hope, all will be well. We must be patient : but I cannot 
choose but weep, to think, they should lay him i' the cold ground : 
My brother shall know of it, and so I thank you for your good 
counsel. Come, my coach ! Grood night, ladies ; good night, sweet 
ladies ; good night, good night. [Exit. 

King. Follow her close ; give her good watch, I pray you. 

[Exit Horatio. 
O ! This is the poison of deep grief; it springs 
All from her father's death : 

Enter a Grentleman. 
What's the matter? 

QenL Save yourself, my lord. 

The young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
O'erbears your officers : The rabble call him, lord ; 
They cry. Choose we ; Laertes shall he king ! 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes shall he king, Laertes king I 
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i^ueen. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry ! 

King, The doors are broke. [Noise wiikm. 

Enter Lajertes. 

Laer, Where is this king ? — Sirs, stand you all without 
O thou vile kinff, give me my father. 

Queen, Calidy, good Laertes. 

Kinff, What is the cause, Laertes, 
That tny rebellion looks so giant-like ?— 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Why art thou thus incens'd ; — ^Let him go, Gertrude ;— 
Speak, man. 

Ixter, Where is my father ? 

King, Dead. 

Queen, But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill. 

Laer, How came he dead ? 1*11 not be juggled with : 
To this point I stand,— 
That bom the worlds I give to negligence, 
Lettome what comes ; only I'll be reveng'd 
Most throughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the world's : 
And, for my means, I'll husband them so well. 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 

That 1 am guiltless of your father's death. 
And am most sensibly in grief for it. 
It shall as level to your judgment 'pear, 
As day does to your eye. 

Enter Ophelia fantastically dressed toiih straws and flowers 

Laer. O rose of May ! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia !— 
O heavens ! is't possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 
Nature is fine in love : and, where 'tis fine, 
It sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 
Oph, They bc/re him harefac'd on the bier ; 

Hey no nonny, nonny hey nonny : 

Ana in his grave rained many a tear ;— 
Pare you well, my dove ! 
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haer, Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade revenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Op^. You must sing, Doum a^down^ an you call him chdtntmHk 
O, how the wheel becomes it ! It is the false steward, that stole hii 
master's daughter. 

Laer, This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph, There's rosemary, that's for remembrance ; pray you, love, 
remember : and there is pansies, that's for thoughts. 

Laer, A document in madness ; thoughts and remembrance 
fitted. 

Oph, There's fennel for you, and columbines .-•-there's rue for 
you ; and here's some for me : — we may call it, herb of grace o'Sun* 
days : — ^you may wear your rue with a difference. — ^There's a daisy: 
—1 would give you some violets ; but they withered all, when my 
father died : — ^They say, he made a good end, — 

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy, — [Sings. 

Laer, Thought and affliction, passion, all. 
She turns to favor, and to prettiness. 
Oph, And wUl he not come again ? 
And wUl he not oome again 7 
No, no, he is dead, . 
Go to thy death-bed, 
He never wUl covne again. 
His beard was as white as snow, 
All flaxen was his poll : 
He is gone, he is gone, 
And we, cast away moan ; 
And peace be with his soul ! 
And with all Christian souls ! I pray heaven be wi' yen ! 

[J&art/ Qfhelia 
Laer, Do you see this, O heaven. 
King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief. 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will. 
And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me ; 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give. 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 
To you in satisfaction ; but, if not. 
Be you content to lend your patience to us. 
And we shall jointly labor with your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer, Let this be so ; 

Ilis means of death, his obscure funeral, — 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, — 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth, 
That I must call't in question. 
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King, So you shall ; 

And, where the offence is, let the great axe fall. 
I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt, 

The sliip in which Hamlet ii embarked for England is attacked bjr pimtei ; Hamlel 
boards the pirate's Tesael, and is captured, but is treated with mercy, and landed on the 
Danish coast. He sends letters to the King and Horatio, announcing his retom, and de- 
sires the latter to repair to him immediately. 

In the interim, the King and Laertes become reconciled, and plan together the death 
of Hamlet. 

Laertes is to engage the Prince at a match of fencing, and with a poisoned rapier Iw 
engages to slay Hamlet, and thus revenge the death of Polonios. The conferenoe fs iatv- 
rnpted by the dneen, who rashes in to announce the fate of Ophelia. 

Enter Queen. 

King, How now, swoet queen ? 

Qiieen, One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So fast they follow : — Your sister's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'd ! O, where ! 

Queen, The^ is a willow grows ascaunt the brook, 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Therewith fantastic garlands did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples, 
There on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 
When down her weedy trophies, and herself. 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide ; 
And, mermaid-like, a while thev bore her up : 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapable of her own distress, 
Or like a creature native and indu'd 
Unto that element : but long it could not be. 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer, Alas then, she is drown'd ? 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 
Let shame say what it will ; when these are gone, 
The woman will be out. — ^Adieu, my lord ! 
I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, 
But that tnis folly drowns it. [Exit, 

King. Let's follow, Gertrude ; 

How much I had to do to calm his rage ! 
Now fear I, this will give it start again ; 
Therefore, let's follow. [Exeund 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— A CkurchrYard. 

Enter T\do Gowns, irt^ spades, <fc. 

Isi Clo. Is she to be boned in christian bnml, that wiliiilly sedoi 
her own salvation ? 

2nd do. I tell thee, she is ; therefOTe make her grave Btraigfat: 
the crowner hath set on her, and finds it christian bnmL 

\st Clo, How can that be, unless she drowned herself in* her ofwn 
defence? 

2nd Clo. Why, 'tis fonnd so. 

1st do. It must be se qffendendo; it cannot be else. IW here 
lies the point : If I drown myself wittingly, it argaes an act : and an 
act hath throe branches ; it is, to act, to do, and to perform : Argal, 
she drowned herself wittingly. 

2nd do. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

1st do. Give me leave. Hero lies the water ; good : hero stands 
the man ; good : If the man go to this water, and drown himself, it 
ia, will he, nill he, he goes ; mark you that : but if the water come to 
him, and drown him, he drowns not himself: Argal, he, that is not 
guilty of his own death, shortens not his own life. 

2nd Clo. But is this law ? 

1st do. Ay, marry is't ; crowner's-quest law. 

2nd do. Will you ha' the truth ont ? If this had not been a 
gentlewoman, she should have been buried out of christian buriaL 

1st Clo, Why, there thou say'st : And the more pity ; that great 
folks shall have countenance in this vi^rld to drown or hang them- 
selves, more than their even christian. Come, my spade. There is 
no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and gravemakers ; they 
h(dd up Adam's profession. 

2nd do. Was he a gentleman ? 

1st Clo, He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2nd Clo. Why, he had none. 

1st Clo. What, art a heathen ? How dost thou understand the 
scripture ? The scripture says, Adam digged ; Could he dig without 
aims ? ni put another question to thee : if thou answerest me not 
to the purpose, confess thyself 

2nd Clo. Go to. 

1st Clo. What is he, that builds stronger than either the noason, 
the shipwright, or the carpenter 7 

2d Clo. The gallows-maker ; for that frame outlives a thousand 
tenants. — 

1st Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gaDows does well : 
But how does it well ? it does well to those that do ill : now thou dost 
al, to say, the gallows is built stronger than the church ; argal, the 
gdlows may do well to thee. To't again ; come. 

2nd Clo. Who builds stronger tl^^ a mason, a shipvmglit, or a 
laipenter? 
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1st do. Aj, tell me that, and unyoke. 
2nd Clo. Mblttj, now I can tell. 
1st Clo. To*t 
2nd Clo. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet arid Horatio, at a distance. 

1st Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more aboot it ; for yoor doll ase wOl 
not mend his pace with beating : and, when you are asked this qnes* 
tion next, say, a graye-maker ; the houses that he makes, last till 
doomsday. Go, ^ thee to Yaughan, and fetch me a stoup of 
liquor. [Exit 2nd Clown. 

1st Clown digs, and sings. 

In youth, when I did love, did love, 
MethougM, it was very sweet. 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove 
O, methought, there was nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business ? he sings at 
grave-making. 

Hot. Custom hath made it in him a property of easiness. 

Ham. Tis e'en so : the hand of little employment hath the daintier 
sense. That skull had a tongue in it, and could sing once : How 
tha knave jowls it to the ground, as if it were Cain's jaw-bone, that 
di^the first murder ! This might be the pate of a politician ; one 
that would circumvent heaven, might it not ? 

Hot. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Did these bones cost no more the breeding, but to play at 
hsgsits with them? mine ache to think on't. There's another: 
Why may not that be the skull of a lawyer ? Where be his quiddits 
now, his quiUits, his cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? why does he 
suffer this rude knave now to knock him about the sconce with a 
dirty shovel, and will not teU him of his action of battery ? Humph ! 
This fellow might be in's time a great buyer of land, with his statutes, 
his recognizances, his fines, his double vouchers, his recoveries : Is 
this the fine of his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to have 
his fine pate full of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch him no more 
of his purchases, and double ones too, than the lenj^ and breadth 
of a i»ir of indentures ? The very conveyances of his lands will 
luirdly lie in his box ; and must the mheritor himself have no more ? 
13a? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. I will speak to this fellow : — Whose grave is this, sirrah ? 

1st Clo. Mine, sir. — 

0,apit of clay for to be made, [Sings^ 

For siLch a guest is meet. 
Ham. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou liest in't. 
let do. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not yours : for my 
part, I do not lie in't. yet it is mine. 
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Ham. Thoa.dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is thine : tis for Um 
dead, not for the quick ; therefore thou liest. 

\si Clo. 'Tis a quick lie, sir ; 'twill away again, from me to you 

Ham, What man dost thou dig it for ? 

1st Clo. For no man, sir. 

Ham. What woman, then ? 

J St Clo. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't ? 

1st Clo. One that was a woman, sir; but, rest her soul, she's 
dead. 

Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we must speak by the card, or 
equivocation will undo ns. By the lord, Horatio, these three years 
I have taken note of it ; the age is grown so picked, that the toe of 
(he peasant comes so near the neel of the courtier, he galls his kibe. 
— How long hast thou been a grave-maker ? 

1st Clo. Of all the days i' the year, I came to't that day that our 
last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long's that since? 

1st Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that: It was 
that very day that young Hamlet was bom : he that is mad, and sent 
into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England ? 

1st Clo. Why, because he was mad : he shall recover his witi 
there ; or, if he do not, 'tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why? 

1st Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the men are af 
mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

1st Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangety ? 

1st Clo, 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

1st Oio. Why, here in Denmark ; I have been sexton here, map 
and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long wiU a man lie i' the earth ere he rot ? 

1st Clo. Why, sir, here's a skull now hath lain you i' the earth 
three-and-t^enty years. 

Ham. Whose was it ? 

1st Clo. A mad fellow's it was ; Whose do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

1st Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! he poured a flagon 
of Rhenish on my head once. This same skull, sir, was Yorick's 
skull, the king's jester. 

Ham. This ? [Talces the skull 

1st Clo. E'en that. 

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick ! — ^I knew him, Horatio ; a fellow of in- 
finite jest, of most excellent fancy : he hath borne me on his back a 
thousand times. Here hung those lips that I have kissed I know 
not how oft. Where be your gibes now? your gambols? youi 
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songs ? your flashes of merriment, that were wont to set tne table 
on a roar ? Not one now to mock your owp grinning ? quite chap- 
fallen ? Now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let her 
paint an inch thick, to this favor she mii^* come ; make her laugh at 
that. — ^Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one tliti'.;. 

Hor, What's that, my lord ? 

Ham, Dost thou think, Alexander lo(dced o' this fashion i' 
the earth? 

Hot, E'en so. 

Ham. And smelt so 7 pah ! [ Throws down the skull, 

• Hor. E'en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Hora*io ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander, till he find it stop- 
ping a bung-hole ? 

Hor, 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so ? 

Ham, No, faith, not a jot ; but to foUow him thither with modesty 
enough, and likelihood to lead it : As thus ; Alexander died, Alex- 
ander was buried, Alexander returned to dust ; the dust is earth ; 
of earth we make loam : And why of that loam, whereto he was 
converted, might they not stop a beer-barrel ? 

Imperious Caesar, dead, and tum'd to clay. 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O, that the earth, which kept the world in awe. 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw I 
But soft ! but soft ! aside ; — Here comes the king. 

Enter Priests, <^., in procession ; the corpse of Ophelia, Laertes, 
and Mourners following : King, Qxteen, their Trains^ ^. 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow ? 

And with such maimed rites ! This doth betoken, 

The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 

Foredo its own life. 'Twas of some estate : 

Couch we awhile, and mark. [Retiring with Hobatio 

Laer, What ceremony else ? 

Ham, That is Laertes. 

A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer, What ceremony else? 

1 Priest, Her obsequies have been so far enlarg'd 
As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o'ersways the order, 
She should in ground unsanctifled have lodg'd 
TiU the last trunjpet ; for charitable prayers. 
Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on her, 
Yet here she is allowed her virgin crants. 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer, Must there no more be done ? 

1 Priest. No more be done ! 
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We should profane the service of the dead 
To sing a requiem, and such rest to her, 
As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer. Lay her i' the earthy — 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring ! — ^I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A minist'rin^ angel shall my sister be, 
When thou uest howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia ! 

Queen, Sweets to the sweet : FareweU : [Scattering flowen. 
I hop'd, thou should'st have been my Hamlet's wue ; 
I thought, thy bride-bed to have decK'd, sweet maid, 
And not have strew'd thy grave. 

Laer, O, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head. 
Whose vidcked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Depriv'd thee of! — ^Hold off the earth awhile. 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms: 

[Leaps into the gram. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead ; 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
To o'er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

HaTTU [Advancing,'] What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an emp^isis ? >^hose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wana'ring stars, and makes them stand 
like wonder- wounded hearers ? this is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into ihe srave 

Laer, The devil take thy soul ! [Chappling vntn hmu 

Ham, Thou pray'st not well. 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
For, though I am not splenetive and rash. 
Yet have I in me something dangerous. 
Which let thy wisdom fear : Hold off thy hand. 

King, Pluck tiiem asunder. 

Queen, Hamlet, Hamlet ! 

All, Grentlemen, 

Hot. Grood my lord, be quiet 

[The Attendants jwrf them, and they come out of (he grave* 

Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this theme. 
Until my eyeUds wiU no longer wag. 

Queen, O my son ! what theme ? 

Ham, I loved Ophelia ; forty thousand brothers 
Could not with aU their quantity of love 
Make up my sum. — ^Wiiat wilt thou do for her ? 

King, O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Ham. 2iOunds, show me what thou'lt do : 
Woul'tweep? woul't fight? wouPtfast? woul't tear thyself ? 
Woul't drink up Esil ? eat a crocodile ? 



HAMLBT. 4f 

I'll do't — ^Dost thou come here to whine ? 
To outface me with leaping in her ffrave ? 
Be buried quick with her, and so wUl I : 
And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone, 
Make C^sa liKe a wart ! Nay,^ thou'lt month, 
ru rant as well as thou. 

Queen, This is mere madness, 

And thus awhile the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
"When that her golden couplets are disclos'd, 
His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham, Hear you, sir ; 

What is the reason, that you use me thus ? 
I lov'd you ever : But it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may, 
Th« cat will mew, and doff will have his day. [ExiU 

King, I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him. — 

[PxilHasLXTio. 
Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech ; [To Laertes. 
We'll put the matter to the present push. — 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
This grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shafl we see ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt 

Hamlet has learned the intentioiu of the Kiag, in sending him to Bnglnnd, and 
while consulting with Hoiatio how to act, a messenger comes from Clandins inviting the 
Prince to a " trial of skill " in fencing, with Laertes ; Hamlet accepts the ohallrage, and 
the scene changes to a Hall in the Palace where the conrt are assembled to witness tho 
•noonnter. 

SCENE the last.--A Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, 

and Attendants toith fails, 4^. 
King, Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 

[The King puts the hand (>^ Laertes into thatofHAXLEt, 
Ham, Give me your pardon, sir : I have done you wrong ; 
But pardon it as you are a gentleman. 
Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, 
That I have shot my arrow o^r the house. 
And hurt my brother. 

Laer, I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : 

I do receive your ojBfer'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it. 

4 



60 SHAKSPEARIAN READER. 

Ham, I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. — 
Give us the foils ; come on. 

Laer, Come, one for me. 

Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ignorance 
Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

Laer, You mock me, sir. 

Ham, No, by this hand. 

King, Give them the foils, young Osric. — Cousin Hamlet, 
You know the wager ? ♦ 

Ham, Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker side. 

KiTig, I do not fear it: I have seen you both : — 
But since he's better'd, we have therefore odds. 

Laer, This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Ham, This Ukes me well : These foUs have all a length 7 

[They prepare ioplcty 

Osr. Ay, my good lord. 

King, Set me the stoups of wine upon that table '—■ 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange. 
Let all the battlements their ordnanoe fire ; 
The kin^ shall drmk to Hamlet's better breath ; 
And in me cup an union shall he throw, 
Richer than that which four successive kmgs 
In Denmark's crown have worn ; Give me the cups ; 
And let .the kettle to the trumpet speak, 
The trumpet to the cannoneer ivithout, 
The cannons to the heavens; the heaven to earth, 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet, — C«ne, begin ; — 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham, Come on, sir, 

Laer, Come, n^y lord. [7'fe«yp%. 

Ham. #ne. 

Laer. ^ No. 

Ham^ Judgment 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer, Well,— again. 

King. Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl is thine ; 
Here's to thy health. — Give him the cup, 

[ Trumpets sound ; and camum shot off unthin. 

Ham, m play this bout first, set it by awhile. 
Come. — ^Another hit ; What say y^u ? f They play. 

Laer, A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King, Our son shall win. 

Qween. The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet 

Hcfm, Good madam, 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 
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Queen, I will, my lord ; — ^I pray you, pardon me. 

King, It is the poison'd cup ; it is too late. [Amefe. 

Laer, I'll hit him now ; 

hnd yet it is almost against my conscience. [Ande. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : You do but dafiy ; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 
I am a&ard, you make a wanton of me. 

Laer, Say you so ? come on. [They play, 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet ; ihen^ m scuffling, the§ 

change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes. 

JRng, Part them, they are incens'd. 

Ham, Nay, come again. [The Queer /aSt. 

Osr, Look to the queen tfere, ho ! 

Hot, They bleed on both sides : — ^How is it, my kid ? 

Osr, How is't, Laertes ? 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe, Osric ; 
I um justly kul'd with mine own treachery. 
• Ham. How does the queen ? 

King, She swoons to see them bleed. 

Qveen, No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my dear Hamlet ! — 
The drink, the drink ^I am poison'd I [Dies, 

Ham. O villany ! — ^Ho ! let the door be lock'd : 
Treachery ! seek it out. [Laertes /a/Z», 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good ; 
In thee there is not half an hour's Hfe ; 
The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, / 
UnbiU^d, and envenom'd : the foul practice / 
Hath tum'd itself on me ; 1^ here I lie. 
Never ^ rise again : Thy mother's poison'd ; 
I can no more ; the king, the king's t^ blamd. 

Ham, The point 
Envenom'd too ! — ^Then, venom, to thy work. [Stabs the Kino, 

Follow my mother. 

Laer. ^J/^ 'He is justly serv'd ; 
It is a poison^mper'd by himself. — 
Exchange fonveness vinth me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and mwTather's death come not upon thee ; 
Nor thine on me ! [JDie*. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
I^ I but time, (as this fell sergeant, death. 
Is strict in his arrest,) O, I could tell you,— 
But let it be : — ^Horatio, I am dead ; 
Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hot. Never believe it ; 
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I am more an antique RcHnan than a Dane, 
Here's yet some liquor left 

Ham, As thou'rt a man, — 

Give me the cup ; let go ; by heaven I'll have it— 
O Heaven ! — ^Horatio, what a womided name, 
Things standing thus unknown, shall Uve behind me ! 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart. 
Absent thee from felicity awhile, 
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my story. — O, I die, Horatio ; 

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit ; * 

The rest is silence. [DtM 

HcT, Now cracks a noble heart \ — Good-night, sweet i»inUft ; 
And Jights of angels sing thee to tiiy rest \ 
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Various sonroes have bdSra^igaed, from which Shaktpeara bcnowed J*« itoiy •/ 
%ii oomedy ; Orlando FnrioBO, The FaSry Queen, and a novel of BandeIlo*s, have 
.ach been cited as furnishing the original oonoeption of the plot. It is perhaps of little 
x>n8eqaenoe whence the poet drew his materials : the play itself k so fall of life and 
diaracter, so teeming with vrit, poetry, and humor, as to render the mere supeEstmctura 
>n which the mcidents are founded a matter of no account to the general reader. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Don Pedro, Prince of Arragon. 

Don John, his illegitimate brother, 

Claudio, a young lord of Florence, favorite to Don Pedro. 

Benedick, a young lovd of TsLdim, favorite likewise to Don Pedro 

Leonato, governor of Messina. 

Antonio, his brother. 

Balthazar, servant to Don Pedro. 

BoRAcmo, CoNRADE,/oZZoti>cr« o/Don John. 

Dogber ry , Verq es. two foolish officers. 

^KSexton^A ^riar, A Boy. 

Hero, daughter to Leonato. 
Beatrice, niece to Leonato. 

Margaret, Ursula, gentlewomen attending on Heio. 
MessengerSfWatch, and Attendants, 
SCENEy—MESSiNA. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L^Before Leonato's House. 
Enter Leonato, Heko, Beatrice, and others, vnth a Messenger. 
Leon, I leam in this letter, that Don Pedro of Arragon comes this 
night to Messina. 



^. 
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Mess, He is yeiy near by this ; he was not three leagues off when 
1 left him. 

LeoTL How many gentlemen have you lost in this action ? 

Mess, But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon, A victory is twice itself, when the achiever brings home 
full numbers. I find here, that Don Pedro hath bestowed much 
nonor on a young Florentine, called Claudio. 
" Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally remembered by 
Don Pedro : He hath borne himself beyond the promise of his age ; 
doing, in the figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, 
better bettered expectation, than you must expect of me to tell you 
how. 

Leon, He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very much glad 
of it. 

Mess, I have already delivered him letters and there appears 
much joy in him ; even so much, that jo]^ could not show itself 
modest enough, without a badge of bitterness. 

Leon, Did he break out into tears ? 

Mess, In great measure. 

Leon, A mnd overflow of kindness: There are no faces truer 
than those that are so washed. How much better is it to weep at 
joy, than to joy at weeping ? 

Beat, I pray you, is signior Montanto returned firom the wars, 
or no ? ^ 

Mess, I know none of that name, lady ; there was none such in 
the army of any sort. 

Leon, What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

Hero, My cousin means signior Bene4ick of Padua.'^ 

Mess, O, he is returned, and as pleasant as ever he was. 

Beat. I pray you, how many hath he killed and eaten in these 
wars ? But how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised to 
eat all of his killing. 

Leon, Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too much ; but he'U 
be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mess, He hath done guod service, lady, in these wars. 

BecU, You had musty victual, and he hath holp to eat it : he is a 
very valiant trencher-man, he hath an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat, And a good soldier to a lady ; — ^But what is he to a lord ? 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed with all honor- 
able virtues. 

BecU, It is so, indeed : he is no less than a stuffed man : but for 
the stuffinff, — Well, we are all mortal. 

Leon, You must not, sir, mistake my niece : there is a kind of 
nierry war betwixt signior Benedick and her : they never meet, but 
there is a skirmish of wit belween them. 

Beat, Alas, he ffets nothing by that. In our last conflict, four of 
bis five wits went halting off, and )w is the old man governed with 
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one : so that if he have wit enough to keep himself wann, let Kim 
bear it for a difference between himself and his horse ; for it is all 
the wealth that he hath left, to be known a reasonable creature.— 
Who is his companion now ? He hath every month a new sworn 
brother. 

Mess. Is it possible ? 

Beat, Veiy easily possible : he wears his faith but as the fashion 
of his hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

Mess, I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books. 

Beat. No : an he were, I would bum my study. But, I pray you, 
who is his companion ? 

Mess. Me is most in the company of the right noble Claudio. 

Beat, u! he will hang upon mm like a disease: he is sooner 
caught than the pestilence : and the taker runs presently mad. 
Heaven help the noble Claudio ! if he have csught me Benedick, it 
will cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Leon. You will never run mad, niece. 

Beat. No. not till a^qt January. 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazar and others, Don Jomr, 
Claudio, and Benedick. 

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come to meet your 
trouble: the fashion of the world is to avoid cost, and you en- 
counter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the likeness of your 
grace ; for trouble bemg gone, comfort should remain ; but when 
you depart fix>m me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly. — ^I think, this 
is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

D. Pedro. Be happy, lady, for you are like an honora'ble father. 

Bene. If signior Leonato be her father, she would not have his 
head on her shoulders, for all Messina, as like him as she is. 

Beat. I wonder that you vnll still be talking, signior Benedick; 
nobody marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain ! are you yet living ? 

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, wnile she hath such meet 
food to feed it, as signior Benedick ? Courtesy itself must convert 
to disdain, if you come in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat : — ^But it is certain, I am loved 
of aU ladies, only you excepted : and I would I could find in my heart 
that I had not a btard heart : for, truly, I love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to woman ; they would else have been 
troubled with a pernicious suitor. I had rather hear my dog bark at 
a crow, than a inan swear he loves me. 



66 SUAKSPEABIAN BBADSB. 

Bene, Heaven keep your ladyship still in that mind ! so some gen* 
tieman or other shall 'scape a predestinate scratched face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an 'twere such a face 
as yours were. 

bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat, A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast of yours. 

Bene, I would, my horse had the speed of your tongue ; and so 
good a continuer : But keep your way ; I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick ; I know you of dd. 

D, Pedro, This is the sum of all : — ^Leonato, — signior ClaudiOrand 
siffnior Benedick, — my dear friend Leonato hath invited you all. I 
ten him, we shall stay here at the least a month ; and ^ heartily 
prays some occasion may detain us longer : I dare sw^ he is no 
hypocrite, but prays frcHn his heart 

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be forsworn. — ^Let me 
bid you welcome, my lord : being reconciled to the prince your 
brother, I owe you all duty. 

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many words, but I thank you. 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

2>. Pedro, Your hand, Leonato ; we will go together. 

[Exeunt all hut Benedick and Claudio. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of signior Leonato? 

Bene. I noted her not : but I looked on her. 

Clavd. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

Bene. Do you question me as an honest man should do, for my 
simple true judgment ; or would you have me speak after my cus- 
tom, as being a professed tyrant to their sex ? 

Clavd. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment. 

Bern. Why, i faith, methinks she is too low for a high praise, too 
brown for a fair praise, and too Utile for a great praise : only this 
commendation I can afford her ; that were she other than she is, she 
were unhandsome ; and being no other but as she is, I do not like 
her. 

Clavd. Thou thinkest I am in sport ; I pray thee, tell me truly 
how thou likest her ? 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after her ? 

Clavd, Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak yon this with a 
sad brow ? or do you play the flouting jack'; to tell us Cupid is a 
good hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key 
shaU a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Clavd. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady that ever I looked 
on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see no such matter : _ 
there's her cousin, an she were not possessed with a fury, exceeJfei^ 
her as much in beauty, as the first of May doth the last of December. 
But I hope, you>;ave no intent to turn husband ; have you ? 

Clavd. I would scarce trust myself, though I had sworn tlie c<mi- 
trarv, if Hero would be my wife. 
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Ben^. Is it come to this, i' faith ? Hath not the world cme nian, 
but he will wear his cap with suspicion ? Shall I never see a beche- 
kNT of three-score again ? Go to, i' faith : an thou wilt needs thrust 
thy neckinto a yoke, wear the print of it, and mgh away Sundays. 
liook, Don Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

Z>. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that you followed not 
to Leonato's ? 

Bene. I would, your CTace would constrain me to teU. 

Z>. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, count Claudio : I can be secret as a dumb man, 
I would have you think so ; but on my allegiance, — mark you ttds, 
on my allegiance : — ^He is in love. With who ? — ^now that is your 
grace's part. — ^Mark, how short his answer is : With Hero, Leonato's 
short daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : " it is not so, nor 'twas not so: 
but, indeed, Heaven forbid it should be so." 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, Heaven forbid it should 
be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is very well 
worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

2>. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be loved, nor know how 
she should be worthy, is the opinion that fire cannot melt out of me ; 
I will die in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the despite of 
beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in the force of his 
will. 

Bene, Because I will not do them the wrong to mistrust any 
woman, I will do myself the right to trust none ; and the fine is, (for 
the which I may go the finer,) I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my lord ; not 
with love : prove, that ever I lose more blood with love, than I will 
get again with drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's 
pen, and hang me up for the sign of blind Cupid. 

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this faith, thou wilt 
prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and shoot at me ; and 
he that hits me. iet bun be clapped on the shoulder, and called Adam. 

4* 
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Z>. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 

In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene, The savage ball may ; but if ever the sensible Benedick 
bear it, pluck off the bull's hom^ and set thepi in my forehead : and 
let me be vilely painted: and in such great letters as t^ey writ^ Here is 
goo^ horse to fere, Jet tnem signify under my sign, — Here you may see 
nefietlbky ihe-married man, 

Claud. If this should ever haj^n, thou would'st be hom4nad. . 

D, Pedro, Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his quiver in Venice, 
thou wilt quake tor this snortly. ' 

Bene, I look for an earthquake too then. 

D, Pedro, Well, you will temporise \iith the hours. In the 
meantime, good sisnior Benedick, repair to Leonato's ; commend me 
to him, and tell him, I will not fan him at supper ; for, indeed, he 
hath made sreat preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for such an embassage ; 
and so I commit you — 

Clavd, To the tuition of Heaven : From my house, (if I had it)— 

D, Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving friend. Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not : The bc3y of your discourse is 
sometime gnajded with fragments, and the guards are but slightly 
basted on neither : ere you flout old ends any further, examine your 
conscience ; and so I leave you. [Exit Behbdick. 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me good. 

D. Pedro, My love is thine to teach; teach it but how, 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud, Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she's his only heir : 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. O my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 
I look'd upon her with a soldier's eye. 
That lik'd, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love ; 
But now I am retum'd, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires. 
All prompting me how fkir young Hero is, 
Sa3ring, i lik'd her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro. Thou vnlt be like a lover presently. 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 
And I vdll break with her, and with her father. 
And thou shalt have her : Was't not to this end. 
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love's gri^f by his con plexion ! 
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Bnt lest my liking might too sodden seem, 
I would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 

2>. Pedro. What need the hridge much Innoader than the flood ? 
The fairest grant is the necessity : 
Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis otice, thou lov'st ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
[ know, we shall have T«»vftllingr tfyn\^. • 
[ will assume thy part in some disguise, 
And tell fiur Hero I am Claudio ; 
And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart, 
^nd take her hearing prisoner with the force 
\nd strong encounter of my amorous tale : 
Then, after, to her father will I break ; 
And die conclusion is, she shall be thine : 
In practice let us put it presently. [Exeum, 



ACT U. 

SCENE L— A Haa in Leon&to's Hmse. 
Enter Leonato, Aivtonio, Heso, Beatrice, and others, 

Leon, Was not count John here at supper ? 

Ant, I saw him not. 

Beat, How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never can see him, but 
1 am heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero, He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat, He were an excellent man, that were made just in the mid- 
way between him and Benedick ; the one is too like an image, and 
says nothing ; and the other, too like my lady's eldest son, evermore 
tattling. 

Lem. Then half signior Benedick's tongue in count John's inouth, 
and half count John's melancholy in signior Benedick's face, — 

Beat, With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and monev enoufi^ 
in his purse, such a man would win any woman in the world, — ^if he 
could get her good will. ^'^ 

Leon, By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee a husband, if 
thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. Well, niece, [to Hero,] I trust you will be ruled by your 
fiither. 

Beat. Yes, faith ; it's my cousin's duty to make courtesy, and say, 
Father, as u please you : — ^but yet for all that, cousin, let him be a 
handsome fellow, or else make another courtesy, and say. Father, as 
it please me, 

Leon, Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted with a hus- 
band. 

Beat, Not till men are made of some other metal than earth. 
Would it not grieve a woman to be over-mastered with a piece of 
valiant du^t ? to make an account of her life to a clod of wayward 
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marl ? No, unde, Fll hold none. Adam's bodb are my brethren ; anl 
truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon^ Daughter, remember what I told you : if the prince do 
solicit you in that kind, you know your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if you be not woo'd 
in good time : if the prince be too important, tell him, there is measure 
in every thing, and so dance gut the answer. For hear me, Hero ; 
wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch jig, a measure, and a 
cinque-pace : the first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full 
as &ntastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a measure full of 
state and ancientry ; and then comes repentance, and, with his bad 
legs, falls into the cinque-pace faster ana faster, till he sink into his 
grave. 

jLeon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat, I have a good eye, uncle, I can see a church by daylights 

Leon. The revellers are entering ; brother, make good room. 

The Plot arranged by Don Pedro, is carried into execution at the masked Ball given 
by Leonato. The Prince disgnised as Clandio, wooes Hero, and obtains confession of hei 
ove. He also breaks the matter to Leonato, who cheerfnlly consents to the onion of his 
daughter with Clandio. 

Don Pedro, Leonato, Clandio, sCnd Hero, now undertake to bring Benedick and 
Beatrice ' into a monntain of affection. ' — Their plans are carried ont in the two follow- 
iig scenes. 

SCENE m.— Leonato's Garden. 
Enter Benedick and a Boy. 

Bene. Boy, — 

Boy. Signior. 

JBene. In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring it hither to me in 
the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sii^ 

Bene. I know that ; — but I would have thee hence, and here again. 
[Exit Boy.] — ^I do much wonder, that one man, seeing how much 
another man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviors to love, will, 
after he hath laughed at such shallow follies in others, become the 
argument of his own scorn, by falling in love : And such a man is 
Claudio. i have known when there was no music with him but the 
drum and fife ; and now had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe : 

1 have known, when he would have walked ten mile afoot, to see a 
good armor ; and now will he lie teu nights awake, carving the fashion 
of a new doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to the purpose, 
like an honest man, and a soldier ; and how is he tum'd orthographer,^ 
his words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many strange dishes. 
May I be so converted, and see with these eyes ? I cannot tell ; 1 
think not : I will not be sworn, but love may transform me to an 
oyster ; but I'll take my oath on it, till he hath made an oyster of me, 
he shall never make me such a fool. One woman is fair ; yet I am 
well : another is wise ; yet I am well : another virtuous ; yet I am 
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well : but till all graces be in one woman, one woman shall not come 
in my grace. Rich, she shall be, that's certain ; wise, or 111 none ; 
virtnous, or 111 never cheapen her ; fair, or Pll never lod£ on ^j 
mild, or come not near me ; noble, or not I for an angel ; of good 
discourse, an excellrat musician, and her hair shall be of what color 
it please . Ha ! the prince and monsieur Ji/)ve i J wui mae me m 
fS^Bbr. [WUhdrawB. 

Enter Doir Pedro, 1;eo5ato, and Clauzio. 

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ? 

Claud. Yea, my good lord :— How still the evening is. 
As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony ! 

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himself? 

Claud. O, very well, my lord : the music ended. 
We'll fit the kid fox with a pennyworth. 

Enter Balthazar, vnth music. 

D. Pedro. Come Balthazar, we'll hear that song again. 

BaWi. O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 

D. Pedro, It is the witness still of excellency, 
To put a strange face on his own perfection : — 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

'Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing : 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes ; 
Yet he will swear, he loves. 

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come : 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument. 
Do it in notes. 

BaUh, Note this before my notes. 

There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. 

D. Pedro. Why these are very crotchets that he speaks ; 
Note, notes, forsooth, and noting ! [Musia 

Bene. Now, Divine air ! now is his soul ravished ! 

Balthazar sings. 

I. Siffh no more, ladies, sigh no more ; 
Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea, and one on shore ," 
To one thing constant never: 
Then si^ not so, 
But let them go. 
And he you blime and honny ; 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 
n. Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 
Cf dumps so dull and heavy ; 
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TliR fraud of men was ever »o, 
Since summer Jir St was leavy. 
Then sigh not so^ &c. 

D. JPedro, By my ti oth, a good song. 
• BdUh, And an in sijiger, my lord. 

Claud, Ha ? no ; no, faith ; thou sin^st well enough for a'smit 

Bene. [Aside.] — ^An he had been a dog, that should have howled 
thus, they would have hanged him : and, I pray Heaven his bad 
veice bode no mischief ! I nad as Hef have heard the night raveu, 
come what plamie could have come after it 

D. Pedro. Yea, marry ; [to Claxjdio.1 — ^Dost thou hear, Baltha- 
isar ? I pray thee, get us aome excellent music ; for to-morrow 
flight we would have it at the lady Hero's chamber-window.'' 

Balth. The best I can, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell. [Exeunt Balthazab and musicJ] 
Come hither, Leonato : What was it you told me of to-day ? that 
your niece Beatrice was in love v^dth signior Benedick ? 

Claud. O, ay: — Stalk on, stalk on: the fowl sits. [Aside to 
Pedro.] — ^I did never think that lady would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but most wonderful, that she should so 
dote on signior Benedick, whom she hath in all outward behaviors 
seemed ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is't possible ? Sits the wind in that comer ? [Aside, 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to think of it ; but 
that she loves him with an enraged afiection, — it is past the infinite 
of thought. 

D. Pedro. May be, she d^th but counterfeit. 

Claud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. Counterfeit ! There never was counterfeit of passion came 
•o near the life of passion, as she discovers it. 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she ? 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. [Aside, 

Jjeon. What effects, my lord ! She wiM. sit you, — 
You heard my daughter tell you how. 
. Claud. She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze me : I would 
have thought her spirit had been invincible against all assaults of 
affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; especially against 
Benedick. 

Bene. [Aside.] — ^I should think this a gull, but that the white- 
bearded fellow speaks it ; knavery cannot, sure, hide itself in such 
reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta'en the infection ; hold it up. [Aside, 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection knovm to Benedick ? 

Leon, No ; and swears she never will : that's her torment. 

Claud. 'Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter says : ShaU I, say» 
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«he, that have so oft encountered him with scom^ write to him that 1 
hcehim? 

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning to write to him : 
for she'll be up twenty times a night : and there will she «t till she 
have writ a sheet of paper : — my daughter tells us all. Then she 
will tear the letter into a thousand ludf-pence ; rail at herself, that 
she should write to one that she knew would flout her : I measure 
him, says she, by my own spirit; for IwoiUd flout himyifhe writ to 
me ; yea, {hough I love him, I should. 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, beats 
her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses ; — O sweet Benedick ! 

Leon. She doth indeed ; my daughter says so : and the ecstasy 
hath 80 much overborne her, that my daug^tA is sometimes afraid 
she will do a desperate outrage to herself : It is very true. , 

D. Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it by some other, 
if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end ? He would but make a sport of it, and 
torment the poor lady worse. 

2>. Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to hang him : She's an 
excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, being her uncle 
and her guardian. 

D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotage on me ; I would 
have daflTd all other respects, and made her half myself: I pray you, 
tell Benedick of it, and hear what he will say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud. Hero tSnks surely, she will die ; for she says, she will 
die if he love her not ; and she will die ere she makes her love 
known : and she will die if he woo her, rather than she will 'bate 
one breadth of her accustomed crossness. 

D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make tender of her love, 
'tis very possible he'll scorn it : for the man, as you know all, hath a 
contemptuous spirit. 

Claud: He is a very proper man. 

D. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward happiness. 

Claud. And in my mind, very wise. 

D. Pedro. He dodi, indeed, show some sparks that are like wit 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you ; and in. the managing of 
quarrels you may say he is wise ; for either he avoids them with 
great discretion, or undertakes them with a most Christian-like 
tear. Well, I am sorry for your niece : Shall we go see Benedick, 
and tell him of her love ? 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it out with good 
eounsel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impossible ; she may wear her heart out first 
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D, Pedro. Well, we'D hear farther of it by your danghjer : let ^ 
cool the while. I love Benedick well : and I could wish he would 
modestly examine himself to see how much he is unworthy so good 
a lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Clavd, If he do not doat on her upon this, I will never trust my 
expectation. [Aside, 

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for her : and that 
must your daughter, and her gentlewoman carrv. The sport will 
be, when they hold one an o^Huion of another's dotage, and no such 
matter ; tlmt's the scene that I would see, which vnll be merely a 
dumb E^ow. Let us send her to call him to dinner. [Aside. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato. 
Benedick advances from the arbor. 

Bene. This can be no trick : The conference was sadly borne. — 
They have the truth of this from Hero. They seem to pity the 
lady ; it seems, her affections have their full bent. Love me ! why, 
it must be requited. I hear how I am censured : they say, I wiU 
bear myself proudly, if I perceive the love come from her ; they say 
too, that she will rather me than give any sign of affection. — ^I did 
never think to marry — ^I must not seem proud : — ^Happy are they 
that hear their detractions, and can put them to mending. They 
say, the lady is fair ; 'tis a truth, I can bear them witness : and vir- 
tuous — 'tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, but for loving me : — 
By my troth, it is no addition to her wit ; — ^nor no great argument 
of her folly, for I will be horribly in love with her. — ^I may chance 
have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, because I 
have railed so long a^nst marriage: But doth not the appetite 
alter ? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot endure 
in his age : Shall quips, and sentences, and these paper bullets of the 
brain, awe a man from the career of his humor ? No : When I 
said, I would die a bachelor, I did not think I should live till I were 
married. — ^Here comes Beatrice : By this day, she's a fair lady : I do 
spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you come in to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, than you take paiiw 
to thank me ; if it had been painful, I would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure then in the message ? 

Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a knife's pdiit, 
and choke a daw withal : — ^You have no stomach, signior ; fare you 
well. [Exit. 

Bene. Ha ! Against my will I am sent to bid you come to dinner 
— ^there's a double meaning in that. I took no more pains for those 
thanks, than you took pains to thank me — that's as much as to say, 
Any pains that I take for you is as easy as thanks : — ^If I do not take 
pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a Jew : I will 
go ge^ her picture. [^Exit, 
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ACT m. 

SCENE I.— Leonato's Garden, 
Enter Hebo^ Maroaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, ran thee into the parlor ; 
There tiiou shalt find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing with the prince and Claudio : 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
WjJk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard'st us ; 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower. 
Where honeysuckles, ripen'd by the sun^ ' 
Forbid the sun to enter ; — ^like favorites,* 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it : — there will nhe hide her, 
To listen our purpose : This is thy office, 
Bear thee wet in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg, I'll make her come, I warrant you, presently. ExU 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice dcih come, 
As we do trace this alley up and down. 
Our talk must only be of Benedick ; 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 
My talk to thee must be, how Benedick . 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made. 
That only wounds by hear-say. Now begin ; 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urs. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture : 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it.-^ 

[They advance to the htwer 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards* of the rock. 

Urs. But are you sure 

. That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 

* A ipeciei of hawks. 
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I7fs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam f 

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it: 
Bat I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of \L 

Urs, Why did you so ? 

Hero, Nature never framed a woman's heart 
Of prouder stufTthan that of Beatrice : 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her ejres, • 
Misprising what they look on ; and her Mdt 
Values itself so higluy, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love, 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endeared. 

Urs, Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it 

Hero. Why, you speak truth : I never yet saw i 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 
But she would spell Idm backward : if fair-faced, 
She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antic. 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut : 
If spejddng, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 
If silent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out ; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. / 

Urs, Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 

Hero, No : not to be so odd, and from all fashioiM, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 
But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak. 
She'd mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire. 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will say. 

Hero, No ; rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion : 
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders 
To Slain my cousin with : One doth not know^ 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit. 
As she is priz'd to have,) as to refuse 
So rare & g* ^eman as signior Benedick. 
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Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs, I pray you, be not an^y with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy; signior Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument, and valor, 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Mero, Indeed, he hath an excellent ffood name. 

Urs, His excellence did earn it, ere ne had it.— 
When are you married, madam ? 

Hero, Why, every day i — to-morrow : Come, co in ; 
I'll show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel, 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs. She's lim'd, I warrant you ; we have caught her, madam. 

Hero, If it proves so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupd kills with arrows, some with traps. 

[Exeunt Hebo and Ursula. 

Beatbice advances. 

Beat, What fire is in my ears ? Can this be true ? 

Stand I condemned for pride and scorn so much 7 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And ^nedick, love on, I will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 

To bmd our loves up in a holy band : 
For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit. 

Beatrice and Benedick are snocessfuUy played upon, and a mntaal affection grows «p 
between them. 

A doable plot is now developed. Donjghn^^jgyjgjjtj^^^g^jjjj^ll^jlljaail^^ 
contented man, is jealous of Claudio's interest with the Prince, and detennines to revenge 
himself. For this pnrpose he plans with his servant, Uorachio, to throw suspicion on th« 
character of ^SSSI- I^on John undertakes to place the Prince and Claudio within hearing, 
near Hero's chamber window, while Borachio addresses Margaret, Hero's waiting woman, 
by the name of her mistress, while she returns the greeting most familiariy. 

Borachio, returning from this interview, meets his fellow servant, Conrade, to whoa 
be discloses the business he had been engaged in. They are overheard by the city watch, 
and are taken in custody. 

The following soene introdtices o»e of Shakspeare's most criebrated characters. 
Dogberry, the coMtaMe, is a masterpiece of humor,— the type of a class, the ignorant 
•npereilioni *' Jack ia oflke." 

SCENE m.—A Street, 
Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the Watch. 
Dogb, Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should suffer salvation, 
oody and soul. 
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Doeb, Nay, that were a punishment too good for them, if thev 
should have any allegiance in them, being chosen for the prince^ 
watch. 

Verg, Well, give them their charge, neighbor Dogberry. 

D(^h, First, who think you the most desartless man to be con« 
stable ? 

\st Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal ; for they can 
write and read. 

Dqgo, Come hither, neighbor Seacoal : Heaven hath blessed you 
vith a good name : to be a well-favored man is the gift of fortune ; 
but to write and read comes by nature. 

2nd Watch. Both which, master constable, 

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your answer. Well, for 
your fiivor, sir, why, give Heaven thanks, and make no boast of it ; 
and for your writing and reading, let that appear when there is no 
need of such vanity .• You axe thought here to be the most senseless 
and fit man for the constable of the watch, therefore bear you the 
lantern : This i» your charge ; You shall comprehend all vagrora 
men ; you are to bid any man stand, in the prince's name. 

27td Watch. How if he vnll not stand ? 

Dogb. Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go; and 
presently call the rest of the v^atch together, and thank Heaven you 
are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none of the 
prince s subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none but the prince's 
subjects : — ^You shall also make ao noise in the streets ; for, for the 
watch to babble and talk, is most? tolerable and not to be endured. 

2nd Watch. We v/ill rather sleep than talk ; we know what belongs 
to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet watchman ; 
fori cannot see how sleepinff shouH ofiend : only, have a care that 
your bills be not stolen : — ^Well, you are to call at ail the ale-houses 
and bid those that are drunk get them to bed. 

2nd Watch. How if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are sober ; if they make 
you not then the better answer, you may say they are not the men 
you took them for. 

2nd Watch. Well, sir. . 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect himj by virtue of you/ 
oj£ce, to be no true man : and for such kind of men, the less you 
meddle or make with them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

2nd Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we not lay hands' 
on him? 

Dogb. Truly, by your office, you may ; but, I think, they that 
touch pitch will be defiled : the most peaceable way for you, if you 
do take a thief, is, to let him show himself what he is, and steal out 
of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful man, partner. 
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Dogh. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will ; much more a 
man who hath any honesty in him. 

Vetg. If you hear a child cry in the ni^t, you must call to the 
nurse, and Hd her still it 

^nd Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will not hear us ? 

D<^h, Why, then, depart in peace, and let the child wake her with 
crying ; for the ewe that will not hear her lamb when it "baes, will 
never answer a calf when he bleats. 

Verg. 'Tis very true. 

Doffh, This is the end of the charge. You, constable, are to pre- 
sent me prince's own person ; if you meet the prince in the night, 
you maj stay him. 

Verg, Nay, by'r lady, that, I think, he cannot 

Dogb, Five shOlings to one on't, with any man that Knows the 
statues, he may stay liim : marry, not without the prince be wiUing : 
for, indeed, the watch ought to offend no man ; and it is an offence 
to stay a man against his will. 

Verg. By'r iSly, I think it be so. 

D(^h. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good night : an there be any 
matter of weight chances, cjeJI up me : keep your fellows' counseb 
and your own, and good night. — Uome, neighbor. 

2nd Watch. WeU, masters, we hear our charffe : let us go sit here 
upon the church-bench till two, and then all to bed. 

Dogh. One word more, honest neighbors : I pray you, watch about 
signior Leonato's door; for the wedding being mere to-morrow, 
tl^re is a great coil to-night : Adieu, be vigilant, I beseech you. 

[Exeunt Dogberry a/ui verges. 

ETiier Borachio and Conrade. 

Bora. What! Comrade, — 

Watch. Peace, stir not [AWcfe. 

Bora, Conrade, I say ! 

Con, Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora, Stand thee close then under this pent-house, for it drizzles 
rain ; and I wiU, Uke a true drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Watch, [Aside.] — Some treason, masters ; yet stand close. 

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don John a thousand 
ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that anv villany should be so dear ? 

Bora. Thou should'st rather ask, if it were possible any villany 
should be so rich ; for when rich villains have need of poor ones, 
poor ones may make what price they will. 

Con. I wonder at it. 

Bora. That shows, thou art unconfirmed : Thou knowest, that the 
fashion of a doublet, or a hat, ok a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Con. Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora. I mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 
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Bora. Tush ! I may as well say, the fool's the fooL But i 
thou not what a defonned thief this fashion is ? 

W/iich, I know that Defonned ; he has been a vile thief this seven 
year ; he goes up and down like a gentleman : I remember his name. 

\Aside. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No ; twas the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief this fashion is ? 
how giddily he turns about all the hot bloods, between fourteen and 
five and thirty ? 

-^ Con. All this I see ; and see, that the fashicm wears out more 
apparel than the man : But art not thou thyself giddy with the fashion 
too, that thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me of the 
fashion ? 

Bora. Not so neither, but know, that I have to-night wooed Mar- 
garet, the lady Hero's gentlewoman, by the name of Hero; she leans 
me out at her mistress' chamber window, bids me a thousand times 
good ni^t, — ^I tell this tale vilely : — I should first tell thee how the 
prince, Claudio, and my master, planted, and placed, and possessed by 
my master Don John, saw afar off in the orchard this amiable en- 
counter. 

Con. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora. Two of them did, the princS and Claudio, but my master 
knew she was Margaret ; and partly l^ his oaths, which first pos- 
sessed them, partly by the dark night, which did deceive them, but 
chiefly by my villany, which did confirm any slander that Don John 
had made, away went Claudio enraged ; swore he would meet her as 
he was appointed, next morning at the temple, and there, before the 
whole congregation, shame her with what he saw over-night, and 
send her home again without a husband. 

1st Watch. We charge you in the prince's name, stand. 

2nd Watch. Call up me right master constable : we have here re- 
covered the most dangerous piece of villany that ever was known in 
the commonwealth. 

1st Watch. And one Deformed is one of them. 

Con. Masters, masters. 

2nd Watch. You'll be made teing Deformed forth, I warrant you. 

Con. Masters, — 

1st Watch. Never speak ; we charge you, let us obey you to gc 
with us. 

Bora. We are likely to prove a goodly commodity, being taken up 
ofthese men's bills. 

CoTL A commodity in question, I warrant you. Come, we'D 
obey you. [Exit. 
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ACT IV. 

CSandio, deoeiv«d by the madiiaatioiu of Dob Joha, bdiereg Hwo to be nafaithfU. 

Oa the day appointed for the marriage, be attends ia tba ehaiob, aad, befoia tba 
aaamUed gnerts, denoanues Hero a« being false, and refases to marry bar— Hero swooM 
•a bearing tbe charge, and Claodio and bis frieads retire. Tba Priest or Friar c 
to perform the naptial ceremony, interferes to appease the wrath of Leoaato. 

Enter Friar, Hero, Leonato, Benedick, and Beatrice. 

Friar, Hear me a little ; 
For I have only been sUent so long, 
And given way unto this course of fortune. 
By noting of the lady ; I have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face ; a thousand innocent shamee 
In angel witnesses bear away those blushes ; 
And m her eye there hath appeared a fire, 
To bum tbe errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth : — Call me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations, 
Which with experimental zeal doth warrant 
The tenor of my book ; trust not my age. 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon, Friar, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left. 
Is, that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury ; she not denies it : 
Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness? 

Friar, Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 

Hero, They know, thiCt do accuse me ; I know iKNie: 
If I know more of any man alive. 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy J— O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me conversed 
At hours unmaet, or that I yesternight 
Maintained the change of words with any creature, 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar, There is some strange misprision in the princes. 

Bene, Two of them have the very bent of honor; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this. 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies. 

Leon, I know not ; If they speak but truth of her," 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honor. 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine. 
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Nor age so eat up my inventioii. 
Nor fortune made snch havoc of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awak*d in such a kind. 
Both strength of limb, and pdicy of mind. 
Ability in means, and choice of friends. 
To quit me of them thoroughly. 

Iriar, Pause a while, 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it that she is dead indeed : 
Maintain a moumins ostentation ; 
And on your family^ old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon, What shall become of this ? What will this dbf 

Friar. Many, this, well carried, shall on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse ; that is some good ; 
She <fying, as it must be so maintain'd. 
Upon the instant that she was accus'd. 
Shall be lamented^itied, and excYis'd, 
Of eveiy heater : For it so falls out, 
That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lacked and lost. 
Why, then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours : So will it fare with Clau^ : 
When he shall hear she died upon his words. 
The idea of her life shall sweelJy creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 
And every lovely orgaii of her life 
Shall come apparell'd in more precious habit. 
More moving-delicate, and fuU of life. 
Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 
Than when she lived indeed :— ^en shall he mom^ 
And wish he had not so accus'd her ; 
No, though he thought his accusation true. 
Let this be so, and Souht not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in Ukelihooa. 
But if all aim but this^be levelled false. 
The supposition of the lady's death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
(As best befits her wounded reputation,) 
in some reclusive and religious life. 
Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene, Signior L^nato, let the &iar advise yon: 
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And tliougli, you know, my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, l^ mine honor, I will deal in this 
As secretiy and justly as your soul 
Should with your body. 

hsoiu Being that I flow in grief, 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar. Tis well consented ; presently away ; 
For to strange sores strangely they strain the cnre.-f- 
Come, lady, oie to live ; tins wedding day. 
Perhaps, is but prolongM ; have patience, and endure. 

\J^xeunl Friar, Hero, miiSi IjioiiaMi 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all th^ while ? 

Beai. Yea, and I will weep awhile longer. 

Bemi, I will not desire that 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bent. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is wrong'd. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that wovM 
fight her. 

Bent. Is there any way to show such friendship f 

BeoA. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bemt. May a man do it? 

BecA. It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bent. I do love nothing in the w<»rld so well as you ; la not thai 
strange? 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not : It were as possible for 
me to say, I lovecT nothing so well as you : but believe me not ; and 
vet I lie not ; I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing : — ^I am sony for 
my cousin. 

Bent. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

BeoA. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bent. I will swear by it, that you love me ; and I will make him 
eat it, that says, I love not you. 

BeoA. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bent. With no sauce that can be devised to it : I protest, I love 
thee. 

BeaA. Why then. Heaven forgive me ! 

Bent. What ofience, sweet I^itrice ? 

Beat. You have staid me in a happy hour; I was about to pro 
testi loved you. 

Bmt. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart that none ia .eft to 
protest. 

Bene. Come, Ind me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bent. Ha ! not for the wide wcvld. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it : Farewdl. 

Bent. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am here ' —There is no love in yoa »«- 

5 
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Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene, Beabice^ — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be fneikb first. 

Beat, You daie easier be friends with me, than iiglt with mSae 
enemy. 

Bene, Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat, Is he not approved in the height a villain, that hath shm- 
dered, scorned, dishonored my kinswoman 7 — O, that I were a man ! 
—What ! bear her in hand until they come to take hands ; and then 
with public accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated rancor. — O 
Heaven, that I were a man ! I would eat his heart in the market- 
place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ? — a proper saying. 

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice.; — 

Beat. Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, she is shmdered, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 

Beat. Princes, and counties? Surely, a princely testim<my, a 
goodly count-confect ; a sweet gallant, surely ! O that I were a man 
K>r his sake ! or that I had any friend would be a man for my sake ! 
But manhood is melted into courtesies, valor into compliment, and 
men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too : he is now as 
valiant as Hercules, that only tells a lie, and swears it : — ^I cannot be 
a man with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tany, gcwd Beatrice : By this hand, I love thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than swearinfr by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Claudio ham wronged 
Hero? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge him ; I will kisa 
your hand, and so leave you : By this hand, Claudio shall render me 
a deigr account : As you hear of me, so think of me. Ck>, comfort 
your cousin : I must say, she is dead ; and so, farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCENE n.— A Prison. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in gowns ; and the Watch, 
wiili CoNRADE and Borachio. 

Dcg-J. Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 

Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors 7 

I)(^h. Marry, that am I and my partner. * 

Verg. Nay, that's certain ; we have the exhibition to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be examined f 
let them come before master constable. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — ^What is youf 
name, friend 7 

Bora. Borachio. 
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Dogb, Pray write down — ^Borachio. ^Yours, sirnih ? 

Con, I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conrade. 

D(^h, Write down — master gentleman Conrade. — ^Masters, it if 
prov^ already that you are little better than false knaves ; and it wOl 
go near to be thon^t so shortly. How answer you for yourselves t 

Can, Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

D(^h, A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ; but I will go 
about with him. — Come you hither, sirrah ; a word in your ear, sir; 
I say to you, it is bought you are false knaves. 

Bora, Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dogb, Well, stand aside. — ^They are both in a talb ; Have ypa 
writ (U)wn — that they are none ? 

Sexton, Master constable, you gfo not the way to examine ; you 
must call forth the watch that are their accusers. 

D(^h. Yea, many, that's the eftest way : Let the watch come 
forth : Masters, I charge you, in the prince's name, accuse these 
men. 

1st Watch, This man said, sir, that Don John, the prince's brother 
was a villain. 

Dogb, Write down — ^prince John a villain :— Why this is flat per- 
jury, to call a prince's bitother — ^villain. 

Bora. Master constable, — 

Dogb, Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not like thy look, I promise 
thee. 

Sexton, What heard you him say else? 

2nd Watch, Marry, that he had received a thousand ducats of 
Don John, for accusmg the lady Hero wrongftdly. 

Dogb, Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 

Verg, Yea, by me mass, that it is. 

Sexton, What else, fellow ? 

1st Watch. And that count Claudio did mean, upon his words, to 
dii^race Hero before the whole assembly, and not marry her. 

Dogb, O viUain ! thou wilt be condemned into everlasting redemp« 
tion for this. 

Sexton, What else? 

2nd Watch, This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can deny. Prince 
John is this morning secretly stolen away ; liero was in this manner 
accused, in this very manner refused, and upon the grief of this, 
suddenly died. — ^Master constable, let these men be bound, and 
brought to Leonato's ; I will go before and show him their examina- 
tion. [Exit. 

Dogb, Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg, Let them be in band. 

Con, Off, coxcomb ! 

Dogb, Where's the sexton? let him write down— the prince's 
officer, coxcomb. — Come, bind them : — ^Thou naughty varlet ! 
Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 
Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place ? Dost thou not suspect 
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my years : — O that he were here to write me down— an asa ! Irat, 
masters, remember, that I am an ass ; though it be not written down, 
yet forget not that I am an ass : — ^No, thou villain, thou art full of 
mety, as shall be proved upon thee by good witness. I am a wise 
fellow ; and, whicn is more, an officer; uid, which is more, a house' 
holder ; and, which is more, as pretty a i^ece of flesh as any is in Mes- 
sina ; and one that knows the W, go to ; and a rich fellow enough, 
go to ; and a fellow that hath had ?06ses ; and one that hath two 
ffowns, and every thing handsome about him : Bring him away. O, 
dnt I had been wHt down— an ass ! [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 

H«io't innooenoe is completely ettaUkhed by tlM ooafeMkm of BoiMhio 

Caandio, oa learainf how nnjogtly he had aooued hit nuitraH, fanploras the fmgbrmMm 

^Leoaato, aad offon any leparatitm wkhin bit power— eapposiaf that Hoo ii dead. 

Leoaa t o iavites him to oooie to his Hoose, " to-monow mMsiaf " — aad pro p os es to giva 

him tbehand ofanieeeofhiSfiamaiiiaga. davdio eoaseati. The aazt Seeae wiads 

ap tlie story of thb iaoomparaUe oomedy. 

SCENE.— A Room in Lecmato's House. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, Ubsula, Friar, 
otu^Hero. 

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent ? 

Leon, So are the prince and Claudio, who accna'd her. 
Upon the error that you have heard debated : 
But Margaret was in some &ult for this ; 
Although against her will, as it appears 
fn the true course of all the question. 

AnL Well, I ieun glad that all things sort so well. 

Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enfcrc'd v 

To call young CHaudio to a reckoning for it 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all. 
Withdraw into a clmmber by yourselves ; 
And, when I send for you, come hither mask'd ! 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To visit me :— You know your office, brother ; 
Yon must be fether to your brother's daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladietk 

Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance. 

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

Friar. To do what, signior ? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them. — 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favor. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her ; Tis most true. 

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
^ffon. The sight, whereof, I think, you had from me, 
Prom Claudio and the prince ; But what's your will ? 
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Bene. Yourarawer, sir, isemgmatical: 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to he conjoin'd 
In me estate' of honorahle marriage ; — 
In which, sood friar, I shall dedre your help. 

L&m. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 

Here comes the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Clatjdio, vntk Attendants. 

2>. Pedro, Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. Good morrow, prince ; good morrow, Claudio ; 
We here attend you ; Are you yet determin'd 
To-day to marry with my brother's dau^ter ? 

CUmd. I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiop. 

Leon, Call her forth, brother, here's the friar ready. 

[Exit AnTomii. 

D, Pedro, Good morrow. Benedick : Why, what's the matter, 
That you have such a February face, 
So fun of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud, I think, he thinks upon the sava^ bull :— ^ 
Tush, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns wim gold. 

Re-enter Antonio, toitk the Ladies masked, 

Claud. Here come other reckonings. 
Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. I^iis same is she, and I do^ve you her. 

Claud, Why, then she's mine : Sweet, let me see your fiice. 

Leon, No, that you shall not, till you take her hand. 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud, Give me your hand before this holy friar ; 
I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero, And when I Uved, I was your other wife : [Unmasking, 
And when you lov'd, you were my other husband. 

Claud, Another Hero? 

Hero, Nothing certainer; 

One Hero died delam'd ; but I^lo live. 

D, Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 

Leon, She died my lord, but whiles her slander Hvec. 

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, after that the holy rites are ended, 
111 tell you largely of fair Hero's death ; 
Meantime, let wonder seem famiKar, 
And to the chapel let us presentiy. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar.— Which is Beatrice ? 

Beat, I answer to tliat name ; [Unmaskhi^ 

What is your will ? 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 

Beat. No, no more than reason. 
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Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and CiandkH 
Have been deceived ; for they swore you did. 

Beat, Do not you love me 7 

Bene. No, no more than reason. 

BecU. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are much deceiv'd ; for they swear, you did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me. 

Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead forme. 

Bene. 'Tis no such matter : — ^Then you do not love me ? 

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Letm. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gentleman. 

Clavd. And I'll be sworn upon't, that he loves her : 
For here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here's another. 

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle ! here's our own hands against our hearts !-» 
Come, I wiU have thee ; but, by this light,! take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you ; — ^but, by this good day, I yield upon 
great persuasion ; and, partly, to save your life, for I was told yon 
were in a consumption. 

Bern. Peace, I will stop your mouth. [Kissing her, 

D. Pedro. How dost tnou. Benedick the married man ? 

Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince ; a college of wit-crackers cannot 
flout me out of my humor : Dost thou think, I care for a satire, or an 
epiffram ? No : if a man will be beaten with brains, he shall wear 
nothing handsome about him : In brief, since I do propose to marry, 
I will think nothing to any purpose that the world can say against it ; 
and therefore never flout at me for what I have said against it ; for 
man is a giddy thing, and this is my conclusion.— For thy part, Clau- 
dio, I did think to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art like to be 
my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin. 

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldst have denied Beatrice, that 
I miffht have cudgelled thee out of thy single life, to make thee a 
double dealer ; which, out of question, fliou wilt be, if my cousin do 
not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends : — ^let's have a dance ere we 
are married, that we may lighten our own hearts, and our wives' 
heels. 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene. First, o' my word ; therefore, play music. — ^Prince, thou art 
sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a wife. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in flight. 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow; I'll devise thee brave 
gonishmentsforhim. — Strike up, pipers. \Dance. Exewut 
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''The tnditkmarf stoiy of Macbeth, ob whioii this Dimma i» iMidad, ii ralsttd kgr 
HolUiuhed, in hi* Chronidet, and also by Oeoige Bnchaaan is his Latja ** History of 
Scotland." 

Shakspeare is supposed to hare availed himself of HoUiashed's nanrative ia the ooa- 
strnction of this Play, as the incidents introdnced by the Poet, are pieois^y those nanata^ 
by the chxonfder. The sapematnral agency exercised by the Witches, may appear il 
this enlightened age, to be beyond the bounds of credibility, but it sbonlcUw r 
that in Shakspeaie's time, the belief in witchcraft was nnirersal. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Duncan, King of Scotland. 

Malcolm, Donalbain, hia sons. 

Macbeth, Banquo, generals of the Kin^s army. 

Macduff, Lenox, Rosse, Menteth, Angus, Cathnbss, noblemen 

of Scotland. 
Fleance, son to Banqno. 

SiWARD, Earl of Northumberland, general of the English forces. 
Young SiWARD, his son. 
Seyton, an ojficer attending on Macbeth. 
Son to MacdofT. 

An English Doctor. A Scotch Doctor. 
A Soldier, A Porter. An old Man. 
Lady Macbeth. 
Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth. 
Hecate, and three Witches. 

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, AttfndantSt 
and Messengers. 
The Ghost of Banquo, and several other apparitions. 

0CENE^ — in the end of the Fourth Act, lies in England ; through the 
rest of the Play, in Scotland ; and, chiefly, at Macbeth's Ciutle4 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.— An open Place. Thunder and Lighimng. 
Enter three Witches. 

la Witch. When shall we three meet again, 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

2nd Witdh. When the hurlyburly's done, 
When the battle's lost and won : 

8r J Witch. That will be ere set of son. 

1st Witch. Where the place ? 

2nd Witch. Upon the heath : 

3rd Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 

l8t Witch. I come, Graymalkin ! 

AU. Paddock calls : — ^Anon. — 
IVdr is fonl, and foul is fidr : ^ 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. [Witches v(mi$k 

SCENE n.^A Ckmp near Form. Alarum wthini 

Enter JTiQcJ^cAN, Malcolm, Donalbast, Lehox, mth Attendant 
meeting a bleeding Soldier. 

Dun, What bloody man is that ? He can report, 
As seemeth by his pught, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. This is the sergeant. 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, foujp^t 
'Gainst my captivity : — ^Hail, brave frigid ! 
Say to the kinc the knowledge of the InxMl, 
\s thou didst teave it. 

861. Doubtfully it stood ; 

'As two spent swimmers, that do cling together. 
And choke their art The merciless MacdonwaM 
(Worthy to be a rebel ; for, to that. 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do swarm upon him,) from the western isles 
Of Kernes iod Gallowglasses is supplied ; 
But all's too weak : 

For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that wune,) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel, 
Which smok'd with bloody execution, 
like valor's minion, 

Carv'd out his passage, till he fac'd the slave ; 
^d ne'er shook hamis, nor bade farewell to him. 
Till he unseam'd him fh)m the nave to the chape, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

Dun. O, valiant cousin ! wOTthy gentleman I 
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Sot. As whence the sun 'gins his reflection 
SShipwrecking stonns and direfiil thunders breidc ; 
So from that spring, whence comfort seem'd to come, 
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark, 
No sooner justice had, with valor arm'd, 
Compell'd diese skipping kernes to trust their heels : 
But the Norweyan loid, surveying vantage, 
With furhish'd arms, and new supplies of men, 
Began a fresh assault. 

Ihm, Dismay'd not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ? 

Sol Yes ; 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 
But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Dun, So well thy words Income thee, as thy wonnds ; 
They smack of honor both : — Go, get him surgeons. 

lExit Q6LdieT,attended. 

Enter BxiasE, 

Who comes here ? 

Mah The worthy thane of Rosse. 

Len, What a haste looks through his eyes ! So shchild he look, 
That seems to speak things strange. 

Rosse, God save the king ! 

Dun, Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane ? 

Rosse, From Rfe, great king, 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky. 
And hn our people cold. 
Norway himself, with terrible numbers. 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, *gan a dismal conflict : 
Till that T^*>ppnii>R hrii^f^p^pm. lapp'd in proof. 
Confronted Eim with seFf-compansons, 
Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm. 
Curbing his lavish spirit : And, to conclude. 
The victory fell on us ; 

Dun, Great happiness ! 

Rosse. That now 
Sweno, the Norways' kin?, craves composition ; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
TiU he disbursed, at Saint Colmes' inch. 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall d eceive 
Our boaom mterest.— Ijo, pron oun ce his present death. 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Rosse. Fil see it done. 

Dun, What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won. [Exeunt 
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SCENE m.— A Heath. Thunder 
Enter ihe three Witches. 

I St Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ? 

2nd Witch. Ealling swine. 

Zrd Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1st Witch. A sailor's wife had chestnuts in her kp, 
And mounch'd and mounch'd and mounch'd ; — CHve mc, quoih I ; 
Aroint thee^ witch ! the rumpled ronyon cries. 
Her husband's to Aleppo gone, master o' the Tiger : 
But in a sieve 111 thither sail, 
And, like a rat without a tall, 
111 do, I'll do, and 111 do. 

2nd Witch. I'll give thee a wind. 

1st Witch. Thou art kmd. 

Srd Witch. And I another. 

Is^ Witch. I myself have all the other : 
And the very ports they blow, 
All the quarters that they know 
I'the shipman's card. 
I will drain him diy as hay : 
Sleep shall, neither night nor day. 
Hang upon his pent-house lid ; 
He shall live a man forbid : 
Weary sev'n-nights, nine times nine. 
Shall ne dwindle, peak, and pine : 
Though this bark cannot be lost. 
Yet it shall be tempest-toss'd. 
Look what I have. 

2nd Witch. Show me, show me. 

1st Witch. Here I have a pilot's thum, 
Wreck'd as homeward he did come. [Drum wUhiik 

Brd Witch. A drum, a drum : 
Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weird sisters, hand in hand. 
Posters of the sea and land, 
Thus do go about, about ; 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again, to make up nine : 
Peace ! — the clumn's wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 

Macb. So fcul and fair « day I have not seen. 

Ban. how lar ist callM to i'ores'?— What are these, 
So wither d, and so wild in their attire ; 
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 
^d yet are on't ? Live you ? or are you aught 
rhat man may question ? You seem to understand me, 
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By each at ence her choppy finger laving 
ifpon her skinny.lip :— You should be women, 
Aiid yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

Macb. Speak, if you can ; — ^What are you ? 

1st Wiich. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, tl 

2nd Wiich, AU hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, t hane < 

3rd Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king hereafter. 

Ban, Good sir, why do you start ; and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair ? — ^I' the name of truth, 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope. 
That he seems wrapt witlial ; to me you speak not : 
If you can look into the seeds of time. 
And say, which grain will grow, and which will not ; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 
Your favors, nor your hate. 

1st Witch. Hail !- 

27id Witch. Htail 

Srd Witch. Hatt! 

1st Witch. Lesser'than Macbeth, and greater. 

2nd Witch, Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3rd, Witch. Thy children shall be kings, thougl\ thou be none : 
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ! 

1st Witch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! 

Macb, Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more : 
fiy Sinel's death, I know, I am thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives, 
A prosperous gentleman ; andj to be king, 
Stands not wiUiin the prospect of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence ? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting ? — Speak, I charge you. 

[Witches vanish 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
And these are of them : Whither are they vanish'd ? 

Macb. Into the air : and what seem'd corporal, melted 
As breath into the wind. — ?Would they had staid ! 

Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak about ? 
Or have we eaten of the insane root, 
That takes the reason prisoner ? 

Macb. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

Macb, And thane of Cawdor, too ; went it not so ? 

Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. Who's here? 
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Enter Rosas and Angus; 



Roite. The king hath happily received, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success : aiid when he reads 
Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight, 
His wonders and his praises do contends 
Which should be thine, or his : Silenc'd with that, 
In viewing o'er the rest o' the self-same day. 
He finds Uiee In the stout Norweyan ranks. 
Nothing afeurd of what thyself didst make, ^ 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail. 
Came post with post ; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom's sreat defence, 
And pour'd them down before nim. 

Ang, We are sent, 

To fi;ive thee, frcnn our royal master, thanks; 
To herald thee into his sij^t, not pay thee. 

Ro8$e. And, for an earnest of a greater honor, 
He bade me, from him, call thee tbasejxLCaaidor : 
In whidi addition, hail, most worthy thane ! 
For it is thine. 

Ban. \sjh^f /»an ♦Via Aixm} "nrnlr tntrr ? 

Much. The thane of Cawdor lives ; 'Why do yott ilrefls i 
In borrowed robes ? 

Ang, * Who was the thane, lives yet; 

But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway ; or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage ; or that with both 
He labor'd in his country's wreck, I know not 
But treasons capital, confess'd, and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor: 

The greatest is behind. — ^Thanks for your pains.-^ 
Do yon not hope your children shall be kings. 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor %t> td* 
Promis'd no less to them ? 

Ban, That, trusted hom^ 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange 
And oftentimes to win us to our harm, 
The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequences.— 
Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

ilfocfr. Two truths are told. 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme. — I thank you, gentlemen.— 
This supernatural soliciting 
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Cumotbeifi; cumor ^good:— Ifill, 
Why hatli it given me earnest of succeaa, ^'^ 
Coinmenctog in a trath ? I am thane of Cawdor : 
If eood, why do I yield to that suggestion 
WLose horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs. 
Against the use of nature? Projip-nt fayw 

A«> ]fyp fluin hnrrihlft imagrinipgra : 

My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical. 
Shakes so my single state or man, that function 
Is smother'd in surmise ; and nothing is, 
But what is not 

Ban, Look, how our partner's rapt 

MoLcb, If chance will have me kmg, why, chance may crowa ac 
Without my stir. 

Ban, New honors come upon him 

like our Strang garments ; cleave not to ^eir moi^d, 
But with the aid of use. 

Macb, Come what come may ; 

Time uhI the hour runs through tiie roughest JUy. 

Ban, Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

Macb, Give me your favor : — my dull bram was wrought 
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are register'd ^ere every day I turn 
The leaf to read them. — Let us toward the king. — 
Think upon what hath chanc'd ; and, at more time, 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak 
Our free hearts ea^ to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Mac^, Till then, enough. — Come, mends. [i?jc«ttfi|. 

Macbeth goM toFoiw to pay his daty to King Dnnoan, who ooBfinu hioi ia hii titio 
of lliaBe of Cawdor, and as a farthw proof of the loyal favor, the Kiaf aaaomoes hli 
inteation of Tisiting Macbeth at his Castle in iBvemess. Macbeth leaves the King to be 
tne " harbinger" of the monarch's proposed visit. 

The Scene changes to the Castle of MacbelMi, and Lady Maebedi eaters, readiaf ■ 
Litter she has jnst received from her hnsband.r 

SCENE V. 

Inverness. A Room in Macbeth's CastU. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter- 

Lady M. They met me An the day vfsvccess; and 1 have learned 

bythe perfeciest report, they have more in them than mortal knowledge. 

When I lurried in desire to question them further, they made themr 

selves — air, into which they vanishedk Whiles I stood rapt in the 

wonder of it, came missives from the king, who aU-haUed me. Thane 

of Cawdor ; by which title, before, these weird sisters saluted me, and 

^erred me to the coming on of time, tcith, Ha^ Jcin g that shalt be f 
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This have I thought good to ddiver ihee, my dearer faitwr i 
greatness ; that tnou mightest not lose the dues (^rpoidng^ by I 
Ignorant of what greatness is promised thee. Lay it to fhyheart^ i 
JareweU, 

' Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 
What thou art promis'd : — ^Yet do I fear thy nature ; 
It is too full o' the niilk of human kindness. 
To catch the nearest way. Thou would'st be great ; 
Art not without ambition ; but without 
The illness should attend it What thou would'st highly, 
That would'st thou holily ; would'st not. play false, 
And yet would'st wrongly win : thou'dst have, gr^ GlamiB, 
That which cries. Thus thou must do, if thou June it ; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do, 
Than vnshest should he undone. Hie thee hither. 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 
And chastise with the valor of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, 
Which fate and metai^ysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'a withal. ^What is your tidings 7 

Enter an Attendant 

Atten. The king comes here to-night. 

LadyM. Thou'rtmad tosay it: 

Is not thy master with him ? who, wer't so. 
Would Have inform'd for preparation. 

Atten, So please you, it is true ; our thane is coming : 
One of my fellows had the speed of him : 
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would take up his message. 

LaSy M. Give him tending. 

He brings good news. The raven himself 'is hoarse, 

[Exit Attendant 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spuits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here ; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood. 
Stop up the access and passage to r^norse ; 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The efOsct, and it ! Come, you murd'ring ministers. 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
Y<m wait on nature's mischief ! Come, t h^ nk pj pht 
And pall thee in the dunnest wnoke of hell ! 
That my keen knife see not the wound it makes ; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Hold, hold /— ^ — Great Glamis • worthy Cawdor ! 
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Enter Macbeth. 

Greater than both, by tne all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Macb, My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady M, And when goes hence ? 

Macb. To-morrow, as he purposes. 

Lady M. O, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 
Your face, my thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters ; — To beguile the time, 
Look like liie time ; bear welcome m your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent flower, 
But be the serpent under it. He that's coming 
Must be provided for : and you shall put 
This night's great business into my dispatch ; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Mach. We wUl speak further. 

Lady M. Only look up clear . 

To alter favor ever is to fear : 
Leave all the rest to me. [ExeunLs 

SCENE VI The same. Before the Castle. 

Hautboys. Servants of Macbeth attending. 

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, Lenox, Macdxtft 
RossE, Angus, arui Attendants. 

Dun, The castle hath a pleasant seat ; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of summer. 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve. 
By his lov'd mansionry, that the heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze, buttress. 
No coigne of vantage, but this bird hath made 
Ilis pendent bed,^and procreant cradle : Where they 
Most breed and haunt, I have observ'd the air 
Is delicate. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dun. See, see ! our honor'd hostess ! 
The love that follows us, sometimes is our trouble. 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you shall bid Heaven yield us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 
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Lady M. M our service 

In every point twice done, and then done donUe, 
Were poor and single business to contend 
Against those honors deep and broad, wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house : For those of old 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
We rest your ^rmits. 

Dun. Where's the thane of Cawdot f 

We coursM him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor : but he rides well ; 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us : Fair and noble hostess, 
We are your guest to-night 

Lady M. Your servants ever 

Have tneirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in c(unpt, - 
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure. 
Still to return your own. 

Dun, Give me your hand : 

Conduct me to mine host ; we love him highly, 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt, 

SCENE Vn.— TAe same, A Room in the CasOe. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over the stage, a Sewer, aim 
divers Servants toUh dishes and service. Then enter Mjlcbeth. 

^ Macb. If it were done, whftn 'tja ^^nf}, ^han »Hir^ro ^ell 

It TYpi-o Ar^r^o, i|T.;/»ir]Y . jf the assassination 

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 

With his surcease, success ; that but this blow 

Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 
y But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — 
/ We'd jump the life to come. — But in these cases, 

We still have judgment here ; that we but teach 

Bloody instructions, which being taught, return 

To plague the inventor: This even-minded justice 

Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 

To our own lips. He's here in double trust : 

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 

Strong both against the deed : then, as his host. 

Who should against his murderer shut tiie door. 

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 

Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 

The deep damnation of his taking-off : 

And pity, like a naked new-bom babe, 

Strimnff the blast, or heaven's cherubim, hors'd 

Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 
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Shall htow the horrid deed in every eye, 
That tears shall drown the wind. — ^I have no spur 
To ffoad the sides of my intent, hut cmly 
Vamtin^ ambition, which o'er4eaps itself, 
And falu on the other. — ^How now, what news ? 

Enter Lady Macbeth. ^ 

Lady M. Hehasalmost supp'd; Why have you leftthe chamber! 

Macb. Hath he ask'd for me ? 

Lady M. Enow you not, he has ? 

Macb. We will proceed no further in this business : 
He hath honor'd me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of ^ople, 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss. 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M. Was the hope drunk. 

Wherein you dressM yourself? hath it slept since 9 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely ? fiom this tin^e . 
%r^ ^ «»^^n^* »^y Wft ^i-» fh/^n nfc«*»i 
T ^ \fR ^ft aamft in thine ^ "^ nr* **"^ valo^j 
^p f hn^j ^ yt in desire,? viTouid'st thou have that 
Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life, 
AndJyuLA coward in thine own esteem ; 
Letting I dare not wait upon I would, 
like ue poor cat i' the adage ? 

Macb. Pr'ythee, peace : 

I dare do all that may become a man ; 
Who dares do more, is none. — - — 

Lady M. What beast was it tlieiiy 

That made you break this enterprise to me 7 
When you durst do it, then you were a man ; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor ifiace. 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does immake you. 

Macb. If we should fail, ^^^"^'^ 

LadyM. Weftilt 

fiut screw your courage to the sticking place. 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard jouniey 
Soundly invite him,) his two chiunberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel so convince, 
That memory, tiie warder of the brain. 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reascm 
A limbeck* only : When in swinish sleep, 

* From Alembio, a itiB. 
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Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot yon and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon 
His spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ?* 

Macb. Will it not be receiv'd, 

When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers. 
That they have done 't? 

Lady 3f. Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamor roar 
Upon his death ? 

Macb, I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal a^nt to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 
False face must hide what the false heart doth know. [Exewnt. 

ACT II. 

SCENE I.— The same. Court within the CasOe. 

ErUer Banquo and Fleance, and a Servant with a torch brfon 

them. 

Ban. How goes the night, boy ? 

Fie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the clock. 

Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 

Fie. I take't, 'tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my sword. — There's husbandry in heaven. 
Their candles are all out. — ^Take thee that too. 
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me. 
And yet I would not sleep : Merciful powers ! 
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! — Give me my sword ; — 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch. 

Who's there ? 

Macb. A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest ? The king's a-bed : 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your offices : 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Macl. Being unprepar'd. 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 
Which else should free have wrought 

Ban. All's weO. 

* Murder. 
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I dreamt last night of the three weird Bisters : 
To you they have show'd some truth. 

Mach, I think not of them : 

Vet, when we can entreat an hour to serve, 
Would spend it in some words upon that business, 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind'st leisure. 

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent, — ^when 'tis, 
It shall make honor for you. 

Ban, So I lose none. 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom francliis'd, and allegiance clear, 
I shall be counsel'd. 

Macb. Good repose, the whfle ! 

Ban. Thanks, sir : The like to you ! [Exit Bak. 

Macb. Gq, bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready. 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit Senr. 

Is this a dagger, which I see before me. 

The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee :— 

I have Ihee not, and yet I see thee stiU. 

Art thou not, fitlaljjision, sensible ' -> 

To feeling, as to sight ? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind ; a false creation, 

ProceSiing from the'heat-oppressed brain ? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 

As thia which now I draw. 

Thou marshal'st me the way that I was going ; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other sens es. 

Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still ; 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 

Which was not so before. — ^There's no such thing : 

It is the Woody business, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. — Now o'er the one half world 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 

The curtain'd sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings ; and wither'd murder, 

Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf, 

Whose howl's his watch, thus witii his stealthy pace. 

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, toward his design 

Moves like a ghost Thou sure and firm set earth, 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 

Thy very stones prate of my where-about. 

And take the present horror from the time. 

Which now suits with it. — ^Whiles I threat, he lives ; 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. [A heU rimgi, 

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me ; 

Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Easit 
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SCENE U.-^The tame. 



Enter Lady Macbmtr. 

Jjodu M. That which hath made them drank, hath jnide me boUl . 
What hath qnench'd them, hath given me fire.-^Hark t Petoe I 
It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal hellman, 
Which gives the stera'et good-night He is ahoot it : 
The doors are open ; and the snHeited grooms 
Do mock their cnarge with snores : I have dragg'd their possete, 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether th^ live, or die. 

Macb. rWt£fcm.]— Who's there?— what, ho! 

Lady M, Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd, 
And 'tis not done : — the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us : — ^Hark ! — ^I laid their daggers ready. 
He could not miss tfiem. — ^Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept I had done't — ^My husband ^ 

Eftter Macbeth. 

Macb. I have done the deed : — ^Didst thou not hear a noise, 

Lady M. I heard the owl scream, and the crickets cry. 
Did not you speak ? 

Macb. When ? 

Lady M. Now. 

Macb. As I descended? 

Lady M. Ay. 

Macb. Hark!— 
Who lies i' the second chamber ? 

Lady M. "^ Donalbain. 

Ma5f. This is a sonv sight [Zjodking on his hands 

Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight 

Macb. There's one did laugh in ms sleep, aiM one ctMi murder? 
That they did wake each other ; I stood and heard them : 
But they did say their prayers, and address'd them 
Again to sleep. 

Lady M. There are two lodg'd together. 

MaSf. One cried, Ood bless us ! and, Ameiij the othei 
As they had seen me, with these hangman's hands, 
Dstening their fear, I could not say, amen. 
When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Ma^. But wherefore could not I pronounce, amen 7 
I had most need of blessing, and amen 
Stuck in my throat 

Ladv M. These deeds must not b^ thought 

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. V 

Macb. Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more! 
Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep ; 
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Sleepi that kmt» up the raveWd sUave efcare^ 
The death cfemU dajfs Itfe, sore labor^s hatJ^ 
Balm qf hurt nunds, great nations second course^ 
Chirf nourisher in life's feast. 

JLady M. What do you mean 7 

MaA, Still it cried, Sleep no more / to all the house : 
Olamis hath murdered sleep : and therefore Cawdor 
ShaU sleM) no more, Machsth shaU sleep no more I 

Lady M, Who was it that thus cried ? Why, worthy thanOi 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things : — Go, get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from vour hand.~ 
Why did you bring these da^ers from the place ? 
They must lie there : Go, carry them ; and sntear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Mach. Ill go no more : 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look onM; again. J dye nqt. 

hady M. Infirm of purpose ! 

Give me the dag gers : The sleeping, and the dead, 
'Are out as pictures ; 'tis the eye of childhood. 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it must seem then* ^lilt [Exit. Knocking vUhm, 

Macb. Whence is that knocking 1 

How is't with me, when every ndse appals me ? 
What hands are here ? Ha ! they pluck out mine eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood^*" 
Clean frmn my hand ? No ; ihis my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incamaidine, 
Making the green— one red. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. My hands are of your color ; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. — [Anoc^.]—- I hear a knocking 
At the south entry : — ^retire w^ to our chamber. 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How easy is it then ? Your constancy 

Hath left you unattended. — [iTnoc^in^.l-— Hark ! more knocking . 
Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us. 
And show us to be watchers : — ^Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

macb. To know my deed^ — ^'twere best not know myself. [Knodu 
Wake Duncan with tny knocking ; Ay, 'would thou could'st ! 

[Exeunt 

Enter Macduff, Lemox, and Porter. 
Macd. Was it so late, frienii, ere you went to bed. 
That you do lie so late ? 
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Port. Taith, sir, we were carousiDg till the seccmd cock. 
Macd. Is thy master sdniDg 7 — 
Our knocking nas awak'd him ; here he comes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Len. Grood-morrow, noble sir ! 

Macb, Good-morrow, both ! 

Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him : 
I have almost slipp'd the hour. 

Macb. Ill bring you to him, 

Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you ; 
But yet, 'tis one. 

macb. The labor we delight in, physics pain. 
This is the door. 

Macd. Ill make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my limited service. . [ExU UACLVn 

Len. Groes the king 

From hence to-day ? 

Macb. He does : — ^he did appoint so. 

Lex^ The night has been unruly : Where we lay, 
Our chunneys were blown down : and^ as they say, 
Lamentings heard i' the air ; strange screams of death ; 
And prophesying, with accents terrible, 
Of dire cumbusUon, and confus'd events. 
New hatch'd to the woeful time. The obscure bird 
Clamor'd the livelong night : some say, jthe earth 
Was feverish, and did shake. 

Macb. Twas a rough night 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-^nter Macdttff. 

Macd. O horror ! horror ! horror ! Tc^ue, nor heart, 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! 

Macb. Len. What's the matter ? 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his master-piece ! 
Most Pdcrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o' the building. 

Macb. What is't you say ? the life ? 

Len. Mean you his majesty 7 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight 
Wl a new Grorgon : — ^Do not bid me speak ; 
See, and then speak yourselves. — ^Awake ! awake ! — 

[Exeunt Macbeth aftd Lenox 
Ring the alarum-bell : — ^Murder ! and treason I 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 
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Shake cffitaa downy sleep, death's coanterfeit, 

And look on death itself! — np, np, and see 

The great doom's image— Malcolm f Banqno ! 

As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprights, 

To countenance- this horror ! [BeU rn^^ 

Banquo ! Banqno ! 

Enter Banquo. 
Our royal master's murder'd ! 

Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox. 

Macb. Had I but died an hour before this chance, 

1 had lived a blessed time ; for, from this instant. 
There's nothing serious in mortality : 

All is but toys : renown, and ffrace, is dead ; 
The wine of life is drawn, an<f the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm ani Donalbadi. 

Don. What is amiss ? 

Macb. You are, and do not know 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp'd. 

Macd. Your royal father 's murder'd. 

Mai. O, by whom ? 

Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, biad done*t : 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood. 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows : 

They star'd, and were distracted ; no man's life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury. 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so ? 

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate, and forioMc 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man : 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-ran the pauser reason. — ^Here lay Duncan, 
His silver skin lac'd with his golden blood ; 
And his eash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature 
For ruin^ wasteful entrance : there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the cdors of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : Who couETrefrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make his love known ? 

Ban. Fears and scruples shake us : . 
In the great hand of Heaven I stand ; and, thenoe^ 
Against the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
or treasonous malice. 
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Maeb. And so do L 

AU. SoaU. 

Macb. Let's briefly put on manly readiness, 
And meet i' the hall tc^ther. 

AU. Well contented. [ExeuiU dU but Mai^ and Dov. 

McU. What will you do 7 Let's not consort with them * 
• To show an unfelt sorrow is an office 
Which the false man does easy : I'll to England. 

Don. To Ireland, I ; our separate fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer : where we are, 
ySThere's daggers in men's smiles : the near in blood, 
/The nearer bloody. 

Mai. This murderous shaft that's shot, 

Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest way 
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore to herse ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-talung, 
But shift away : There^s warrant in tluit theft 
Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left. [Exeunt 

The Kinf 's two mm, Malcolm and Donalbain, fly to Enfi^d, and Macbeth is erawnea 
king of Scotland ; bat fearinf the piedictjon of the witches, that Banqno's iaiie shouU 
be kiof , he emidoyt " two mniderera/' to ascastiaate Banqno and his sob Fleaiioe. 

The consequences of foilty amlntion ate finely portrayed in the following scene. 

ACT III. 

SCENE IL^Thesame, Another Room. 
Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant 

^ ^ Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court ? 

Serv. Ay, madam, but returns asain to-night 

Lady M. Say to the king, I womd attend his leisure 
For a few words. 

Serv. Madam, I wiU. [Exit. 

Lady M. Nought's had, all's spent. 

Where our desire is got without content : 
'TIS safer to be that which we destroy, ' 
Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone, 
Of sorriest fimcies your companions making ? 
Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died 
With them they think on 7 Things without remedy 
Should be without regard : what's done, is done. ^ 

Mach, We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it ; 
She'll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
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Bat let 

Hie frame of things disjoint, both the worlds sufl^, 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 

In the affliction of these terrible dreams, 

That shake us ni^dy : better be widi the dead, 

Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace» 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave ; — ^ 

After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well ; 

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison, 

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further ! 

Lady M. Come on ; 

Gentle, my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks ; 
Be bright and jovial 'mong your guests to-night. 

Macb, So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be you : 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ; 
Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue : 
Unsafe the whUe, that we 
Must lave our honors in these flattering streams ; 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts, 
Disguising what they are. 

Lady M. You must leave this. 

Mad), O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know'st, that Banquo, and ms Fleance, lives. 
Lady M. But in them nature's cqpy's not eteme. 
Macb, There's comfort yet ; they are assailable ; 
. Then be thou jocund : Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd flight ; ere, to black Hecate's summons, 

i*he shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums, 

}i&th rims night'9 yawning peal, there shall be done 

A deed of dreadful note. 
.Lady M, What's to be done ? 

Macb, Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, 

Ti!l thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night, 

Skarl up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 

And, with thy bloody and invisible hand. 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 

Which keeps me pale ! — ^Light uiickens ; and the crow 

Makes wing to the rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse ; 

Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rouse. 

Thou rbarvell'st at my words : but hold thee stiU ; 

Tilings bad begun, make strong themselves by Ul : 

So pray thee, go with me. [Exeunt^ 

fiiaqno and Fleance on their letom to the Palace, are attacked by ** Um 
" BrCftqno ii dain, Irat Fleance escapes. 



W SHAKSPSARIAN READER. 

SC£NE rV.— A Room of State in the Palace. A Banqwtt 
prepared. 

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lenox, Lords, and 
Attendants. 

Mcuib, You know your own degrees, dt down : at first 
And last, the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thanks to your majesty. 

Mach, Ourself will mingle with society. 
And play the humble host. 
Our nostess keeps her state ; but, in best time, 
We will require her welcome. 

Lady M, Pronounce it for me, sir, to all my friends ; 
For my heart speaks they are welcome. 

Enter first Murderer, to the door. 

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts' thanks :— -• 
Both sides are even : Here I'll sit i' the midst : 
Be lar^e in mirth ; anon, we'll drink a measure 
The table round.-r-There's blood upon thy face. 

Mur, 'Tis Banquo's then. 

Macb, 'Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he dispatch'd ? 

Mur, My lord, his throat is cut ; that I did for him. 

Macb, Thou art the best o' tlie cut-throats : Yet he's good. 
That did the like for Fleance : if thou didst it. 
Thou art the nonpareil. 

Mur, Most royal sir, 

Fleance is 'scap'd. 

Macb, Then comes my fit again : I had else been perfect ; 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock ; ' 

As broad, and general, as the casing air : 
But now, I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's safe ? 

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bides. 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 
The least a death to nature. 

Macb. Thanks for that : 

There the grown serpent lies ; the worm, that's fled, 

Hath nature that in time will venom breed. 

No teeth for the present. — Get thee gone : to-morrow 

We'll hear, ourselves agam. [Exit Mumerei 

Lady M, My royal lord. 

You do not give the cheer ; the feast is sold. 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making, 
'Tis given with welcome : To feed, were best, at home ; 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony, 
Meetinff were bare without it. 

Macb. Sweet remembrancer t — 
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NoW t good «^igeg^k»n wftjt nn ^i^^ ^ 

And liealtb on boiii ! 

Len, Mi^ it please your highness sit I 

[The Vfhost ofBAxquo rises, and sUs in Macbeth's pto os> 
Mach, Here had we now our country's honor roof 'd, 
Weie the grac'd person of our Banquo present ; 
Who may 1 rather challenge for unkindness 
Than pity for mischance ! 

Rosse, His absence, sir, 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness 
To grace us with your royal company ? 
Macb. The table's fuU. 
Len, Here's a place rpserv'd, sir 
Jlfocft. Where? 

Len, Here, my lord. What is't that moves your highness 7 
Jlfop^. Which of you have done this 7 
Lards, What, my good loid 7 

Macb. Thou canst not say, I did it : never shake 
f hy gory locks at me. 
Kosse, Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well. 
Lady M, Sit, worthy friends : — ^my lord is often thus, 
And'hath been from his youth : — 'pray you, keep seat ; 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be i^ell ; If much vou note him, 
You shall offend him, and extend his passion ; 
Feed, and regard him not. — ^Are you a man 7 

Mach Av, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which Hiight appal the devil. 

Latkf M, • O proper stuff! 

This is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and starts, 
(Impostors to true fear) would well become 
A woman's stoiy, at a wintePs fire, 
AuthorizM by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces 7 When all 's done, 
You look but on a stool. 

Macb, Pr'ythee, see there ! behold ! look ! lo ! how say you 7 
Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too^ — 
If charpel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 

Shall be the maw? of kites. [Ghost disappeari 

Lady M. What ! quite unmann'd in folly 7 

Madf. If I stand here, I saw him. 
Lady M, Fye, for shame ! 

MaA. Blood hath been shed ere now, i' the olden time, 
Ere human statute pur^'d the gentle wc»] ; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been. 
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That, when the brains were t^ut, the man would die, 
And there an end : but now, thgy rise again, v 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, ^^^ 
And push us from our stools : This is more stnu^ 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady NL My worthy lord. 

Your noble friends do lack you. 
y Macb, I do forget : — 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy frieiras * 
I have a Strang infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to all 
Then I'll sit down : — Give me some wine, fill full :— 
I drink to the general joy of the whole table,, \GhoU rifet, 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whcMn we miss ; 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we tliirst, 
And all to all. 

hord^. Our duties, and the pled^. 

Mac^, Avaunt ! and quit my sig^t ! Xet the earth ^ude thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

LadyM, Think of this, good peers, 

But as a thing of custom : 'tis no other ; 
Onlv it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

JfecJ. What man dare, I dare : 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,^ 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or 5ie Hyrcan tiger. 
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again, . 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 
If trembling I inhibit thee, protest me 

The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! [Qhost disappean. 
Unreal mockery, hence ! — ^Why, so ; — bemg gone, 
I am a man again. — Pray you, sit stUl. 

Lady M. You have displac'd the mirth, broke the good meeting, 
With most admir'd disorder. 

Macb. Can such things be. 

And overcome us like a summer's cloud. 
Without our special wonder ? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanch'd with fear. 

Rosse. What sights, my lord ? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not ; he grows worse and worse ; 
Question enrages him : at once, good-night : — 
Stand not upon the order of your going. 
But go at once. 
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Len. Good-night, and betWir >^Jft ; _ : :' ...":':.: •-• :\ 

Attend his majesty ! 

Lady M. A kind good-niffht to all ! 

[Exeunt Lords and AttendantA 

Macb, It will have blood ; they say, blood will have blood : 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak ; 
Augxirs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth 
The secret'st man of blood.— What is the niffht ? 

Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which is which. 
V Macb. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies his persoia, 
At our great biddmg ? 

Lady M, Did you send to him, sir ? 

Macb, I hear it by the way : but I will send : 
There 's not a one of them, but in his house 
I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow, 

gletimes I will,) unto the weird sisters : 
ore shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know, 
By the worst means, the worst : for mine own good. 
Ail causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stept in so far, that, should I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 
Strange wings I have m head^ that will to hand ; 
Which must be acted, ere they may be scann'd. 

Lady M, You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

Macb. Come, we'll to sleep : My strange and self-abuse 
Is the initiate fear that wants hard use : — 
We are yet but young in deed. -^ [ExewtL 

SCENE v.— T^ Heath. Thunder. 
Enter Hecate, meeting the three Witches. 

1st Wtte^. Why, how now, Hecate ? you look angeriy. 

H^c.'Have I not reason, beldams as vou are, 
Saucy, and over-bold 7 How did you oare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 
In riddles, and afialrs of death ; 
And I, the mistress of your charms, 
The close contriver of all harms. 
Was never call'd to bear my part. 
Or show the glory of our art ? 
And, which is worse, all you have done, 
Hath been but for a wa3rward son. 
Spiteful and wrathful ; who, as others do, 
lioves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends n6w : Get you gone. 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i' the morning ; thither he 
Will come to know his destiny, f 



•l!oiir>Ws«e(*>^ /«tf.»P?Jli provide, 
' "Your'cKarnis, anS'eVeiy thfnff be&de : 
I am for the air ; this night I'U spend 
Unto a dismal-fatal end. 
Great business must be wrought ere noon : 
Upon the comer of the moon 
Tnere hangs a vaporous drop profound ; 
I'll catch it ere it come to ground : 
And that, distill'd by magic slights, 
Shall raise such artificiaisprights, 
\s, by the strength of their illusion. 
Shall draw him on to his confusion ; 
He shall spurn faith, scorn death, and bear 
His hopes ^bove wisdom, grace, and fear r 
And you all know, security 
Is mortal's chiefest enemy. 

Song. [Within,] Come atoay, come away, &c. 
Hark, I am ciJl'd ; my little spirit, see. 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. \^Ex& 

1st Witch, Come, let's make haste : she'll soon be back a^n. 

lExeunL 

Macbeth seeki the ** weird sisten" or witches, at " the Pit of Achenm,*' aad adjnrai 
them to declare hii fate. The witches, by their incantations, raise np spiiits who warn 
Macbeth, to " Beware Macdoff." He is then assured that 

" none of woman bom sliall harm Macbeth," 

and that 

" Macbeth shall never vanquished be, nntil 
Great Bimam wood to high Dnnsinane hill 
Shall come against him.'^ 

He is also diown a line of Eight Kings, who are the issue of Banqno. 

Macbeth, acting npon the caution of the witches, surprises the Castle of Macdnff, and 
pats to the swoid Lady Macdnff, and all her children ; Maodnff being abeent in England 
on a visit to yonag Malookn. 

SCENE m.— England. A Room in the King's Pcdace. 
Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Mil, Let us seek out some desolate shade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

macd. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men. 
Bestride our down-fall'n birthdom : Each new mom, 
New widows howl ; new oiyhans cry ; new sorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like syllable of dolor. 

Mai What I believe, I'll wail ; 

What know, believe ; and, what I can redress, 
4s I shall find the time to friend, I wilL 
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What you havf spoke, it may be so, perchance. 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues, 
Was once thought honest ; you have lov'd him wdl ; 
He hath not touch'd you yet I am youn^, but something 
You may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent lamb, 
To appease an angry god. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Mai. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil. 
In an imperial charge. But 'crave your pardon ; 
That which you are, my thou^ts cannot transpose : 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell : 
Though all things foul would' wear the brows of grace, 
Yet^race must still look so. 

JUmcd. I have lost my hopes. 

AIcU, Perchance, even there, where I did mkL my doubts. 
Why in that rawness left you wife, and child, 
(Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,) 
Without leave-taking ? — I pray you 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonors. 
But mme own safeties : — ^You may be rightly just, 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd, Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, 
For goodness dares not check thee !*wear thou thy wrongs 
Thy title is affeer'd.*— Fare thee well, lord : 
I would not be the villain that thou think'st 
For the whole space that's in the tjrrant's grasp, 
And the rich East to boot. 

Mai, Be not offended : 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I trnnk, our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds : and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here, from gracious England, have I dSfer 
Of goodly thousuids : But, for all this. 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
.Shall have more vices tbian it had before ; 
More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 
By him that shall succeed. 

Macd, What should he be t 

McU, It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted. 
That, wnen they shall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 

* COBuTllMd* 
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Esteem him as a hmb, being oompar'd 

With my ccmfineless harms. Nay, had I power, I dioiilil 

Uproar the nniyersal peace, confoimd 

Ail unity cm earth. 

Macd. O Scotland! Scotland! 

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 
I am as I have spoken. 

Macd, Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — O nation miserable, 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-scepter'd. 
When shall thou see thy ^olesome days again ? 
Since that the truest issue of thy thrmie 
By his own interdiction stands accnrs'd. 
And does blaspheme his breed 7 — ^Thy royal faJdier 
Was a most sainted king : the queen that bene thee, 
Oft'ner upon her knees than on her feet, 
Died everr day she liv'd. Fare thee weU ! 
These evus thou repeat'st upon thyself, 
Have banish'd me from ScoUand. — O, my breast. 
Thy hope ends here ! 

Mdl, MacdufT, this noble passkxi, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip'd the bmck scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honor. Heaven above 
Deal be^een Uiee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon m3rself, 
For strangers to my nature : What I am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor country's, to conunand : 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach. 
Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men. 
All ready at a point, was setting forth : 
Now well together ; And the chance, of goodness. 
Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you silent ? 

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome tmngs at once» 
Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter Rosse. 

Macd, See, who comes here ? 

Mai, My countryman ; but yet I know bim not. 

Macd, My ever-gende cousin, welcome \uther. 

Mai, I know him now : Good Heaven, betimes remove 
The means that make us strangers ! 

Rosse, Sir, Amen. 

Macd, Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Rosse, Alas, pool country,' 

Ahnost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where nothing. 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 
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Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the air, 

Are made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow seema 

A modem ecstasy ; the dead man's knell 

Is there scarce ask'd, for who ; and good men's lives 

Expire before the flowers in their caps, 

Dying, or ere they sicken. 

Macd. O, relation, 

Too nice, and yet too tme ! 

Mai. What is the newest grief? 

Rosse, That of an hour's age doth hiss the speaker ; 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife ? 

Rosse. Why, well. 

*Macd. And all my children 7 

Rosse. Well toa 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 

Rosse. No ; they were well at peace, when I did leave tham. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech ; How goes it ? 

Rosse. When I came hither to transport the tidmgs. 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumor 
or many worthy fellows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witness'd the rather. 
For that I saw the t3rrant's power a-foot : 
Now is the time of help ; your eye In Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight 
To dofT their dire distresses. 

Med. Be it their comfort, 

We are coming thither: gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men : 
An older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rosse. 'Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have words, 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air, 
Where hearing should not latch them. 

Macd. What ccmoem they f 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief. 
Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse. No mind, that's honest, 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. K it be mine. 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever, 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound. 
That ever yet they heard. 

Micd. Humph ! I guess at it. 

Rosse. Your castle is surpris'd ; your wife, and babes, 
Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner, 
6* 



IHtf 8HA¥SPEARIAN BEADBR. 

Wore, on the quarry of these murder'd deer, 
To add the death of you. 

Mtd, Merciful heaven ! — 

What, man ! ne'er puU your hat upon your brows ; 
Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak, 
Whispers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd. My children too ? 

Rosse, Wife, children, servants, • 

That could be found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence ! 

My wifekUl'dtoo? 

Rosse. I have said. 

Med, Be comforted : 

Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd, He has no children. — All my pretty ones T - 
Did you say, all? All? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell swoop ? 

Mai, Dispute it like a man. 

Macd, I shall do so ; 

But I must feel it as a man : 
I cannot but remember such things were. 
That were most precious to me. — ^Did heaven loc^ on. 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for tnee ! naught that I am, 
Not for thei/own demerits, but for mine, 
Fell slaughter on their souls : Heaven rest them now ! 

Mdl, Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd, O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggut with my tongue ! — But gentle heaven. 
Cut short all intermission ; front to front. 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself; 
Witmn my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape. 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

Mai. This tune goes manly. 

Come, so we to the king ; our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you may ; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. \ExeufA 



ACT V. 

The aotkm changes to DmiihiaBe, wheira the Englith powen, led on bj Toaaf 
Ifaloofan, Siwaid, and Macduff, are joined by the loyal Scotch. The nnited foroei 
March towards Dnnsinane Castle to attack Macbeth. 
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SCENE in.— Dunsinane. A Roma in the CosOb. 

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

Macb. Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all ; 
TOl Bimam wood remove to Dunsinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. Then fly, false thanes, 
And minffle with the English epicures : • 

The mind I sway by, andthe heart I bear. 
Shall never sagg ynih doubt, nor shake with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 

Thou cream-fac'd loon. 

Where got'st thou that goose look ? 

Serv, There is ten thousand 

Macb. Geese, villain 7 ^ 

Serv. Soldiers, sir. 

Macb, What soldiers, patch ? 
Death of thv soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-£Bice 7 

Serv. The English force, so please you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence. — Seyton ! — ^I am sick at heart 
When ] behold — Seyton, I say ! — ^This push 
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 
I have Uv'd long enough : my way of life 
Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf: 
And that which should accompany old age, 
As honor, love, obedience, troops of friemis, 
I must not look to have ; but, in their stead, 
Curses not loud, but deep, mouth-honor, breath. 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare not 

Seytoi) I 

Enter Setton. 

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure ? 

Macb. What news mor« . 

Sev» An is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 

Macb. I'll fight, till from my bones my flesh oe hack'd. 
Give me my armor. 

Sei/. 'Tis not needed yet 

Macb. Ill put it on. 
Send out more horses, sMrr the country round ; 
Hang those that talk of fear. — Give me mine armor,— 
How does your patient, doctor ? 

Doct. Not so sick, my k>>i 

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies. 
That keep her from her rest. 

Atacb. Cure her of that : 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd ^ 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 
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Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanse the stuflTd bosom of that perilous stuff. 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Dod, Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Mach, Throw physic to the dogs, Fll none of it — 
Come, put mine armor on ; give me my staff: — 
Seyton, send out.— Doctor, Sie thanes fly from me :— 
Come, sir, dispatch : — If thou could'st, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease. 
And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very echo, 
That should applaud again.—- 
WTiat.rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug. 
Would scour tiiese English hence ? Hearest thou of t^em ? 

Docl. Ay, my good k)rd ; your royal preparation 
Makes us near something. 

Macb', Bring it after me, — 

I will not be afraid of death and ^e. 
Till Bimam forest come to Dunsinane. \ExiL 

SCENE IV. 
Country near Dunsinane : A Wood in view. 

Enter, witk drums and colors, Malcolm, old Siwutn, and his Son, 

Macduff, Menteth, Cathness, Angus, Lekox, RossE,'a9ia 

Soldiers, marching, 

Mai. Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand. 
That chambers will be safe. 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. 

Siw. What wood is this before us ? 

Ment. The wood of Bimam. 

Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a bough, 
And bear't before him ; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Sold. It shall be done. 

Siw. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before't. 

Mai. Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and less have given him me revolt ; 
And none serve with him but constrained things. 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Macd. Let our just censuiof 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 
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8m, The time approaches, 

That will with due decison make us Know 
What we shall say we have, and what we owe 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate * 
But certain issue strokes must arUtrate : 
Towards wMch, advance the war. [Exeunt^ mareking 

SCENE v.— Dunsinane. WiOim the CasOe. 

Enter, toUh drums and colors, Macbeth, Seytoit, and Soldien. 

Macb, Hans out our banners on the outward walls ', 
The cry is stiff, They come : Our castle's strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie. 
Till famine, and the ague, eat them up ; 
Were they not forc'd with those that should be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. What is that noise 7 



Set/, It is the cry of women, my good 

JHoci. I have almost forgot the taste of fears 
The time has been, my senses would have cool'd 
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a msmal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life were in't : I have supp'd full with horrors ; 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts, 
Cannot once start me. — Wherefore was tluit cry ? 

Sei/. The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Aiacb. She should have ^ed hereafter ; 
There would have been a time for such a word,— 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the last syllable of recorded time ; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor player. 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 
Signifying nothing.—— 

Enter a Messenger. 
Thou com'st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly. 

Mess, Gracious my lord, 
I shall report that which I say I saw. 
But know not how to do it. 

Macb, Well, say, sir. 

Mess. As I did stand my watch upon tbe hill, 
I look'd toward Bimam, and anon, methought, 
The wood began to move. 



[A cry wUntn, qftamien 



X 
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MatA, liar, and slave ! \j8tT\kxng kvm 

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if 't be not so ; 

Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 

I say, a moving grove. 
macb. If thou speak'st false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 

Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth, 

I care not if thou dost for me as much. — 

I pull in resolution ; and begin 

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 

That lies like truth : Fear not, HU Bimam toood 

Do come to Dunsinane ; — and now a wood 

Comes toward Dunsinane. — ^Arm, arm, and out !— 

If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I 'gin to be a-weary of the sun, 

And wish the estate o' the world were now undone. — 

Ring the alarum bell : — ^Blow wind ! come, wrack ! 

At least we'll die with harness on our back. \^ExeimL 

IfMbtUi feada hb foQow«n to the Battle, which tenniaataf ia the deftat of tiv 
Vnipw wbofe^iriabjMaodafl; aadMaleehafadaolaiadBai^afgcathad. 



AS YOU LIKE IT. 



Bhakspeare took the plot of this deUghtftU comedy from a novel caned, ** Rosa' yade^ 
•r Eaphnes' Golden L^[acy/' written bj Lodge, who bonowed hb materials ftom aa 
old English poem, of the age of Chancer. 

Our F««t has improved upon hb model, and haswconstracted one of the most ezqni- 
ritely finished Pastoral Poems extant in onr language. 

The Phrf and leading incidents of the Comedy, will be deailf iUastiated in tha 
1 soewB we have given. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

DvxE, living in exile, 

Frsdebick, brother to the Dnke, and uawrper of his dominiont, 

Amiejxs, Jaqxtes, Lorde attending on the Duke in his baniahmenU 

Lb Beau, a courtier attending upon Frederick. 

Chables, hie wrestler. 

Oliver, Jaqttes, Orlando, sons of Sir Rowland de Boil. 

Adam, Dennis, servants to Oliver. 

Touchstone, a clown. 

Sir Oliver Martext, a vicar. 

CoRiN, SiLvius, shepherds, 

William, a country fellow, in love with Audrey. 

A Person representing Hymen. 

Rosalind, daughter to the banished Duke. 
CsLiA, daughter to Frederick. 
Phsbe, a shepherdess. 
Audrey, a country girl. 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes; Pages, Foresters, and other 

Attendants. ^ 

The SCENE lies, first, near Oliver's House ; afterwards partly in the 
Usurper's Court and partly in the Forest ofAtrnvin. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE L— An Orchard, near Oliver's House. 

Enter Orlando, and Adam. 

Orlando, As I remember, Adam, it was upon this fashion lequeathed 
me: By will, but a poor thousand crowns: and, as thou sa/sti 
charged my brother, on his blessing, to breed me well : and there be- 
gins my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and rep o r t 
speaks^ek l e ul y o f his profit : for iny part, he keeps me rustically at 
home, oM<> -spealr fliorc- pToper^Fr«ti^ me- her e at hom o uukmjl r ' 
For call you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that diners 
not from the stalling of an ox ? His horses are iired better-;-^r, 
besides that they are &ur with iAmr feeding, th^ are- taught theii> 
manage, and to that end riders dearly hired : but I, liiBjiiuflic^-gia. 
nothing under Inm but growth; for the wMch his anmmtein^as 
much bound to him as I, Besides this nothing that he so plentifully 
gives me, the sopethin^ that nature gave me, his countenance seems 
to take from me ; he lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place 
of a brother, and, as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my 
education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me ; and the spirit of my 
father, which I think is within me, tegins to mutiny against this ser- 
vitude : I will no longer endure it, though yet I Enow no wise 
remedy how to avoid it. 

Enter OuvEn. 

Adam, Yonder comes my master, your brother. 

Orl, Gro apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he will shake me up. 

OIL Now, sir ! what make you here ? 

Orl. Nothing ; I am not taught to make any thing. 

Oli, What mar you then, sir ? 

OrL Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that which Heaven made, 
i poor unworthy brother of yours, with idleness. 

Oli, Many, sir, be better employ'd, and be naught awhile. 

Orl, Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with them? What 
prodi^ portion have I spent, that I should come to such penury ? 

Olu Know you where you are, sir ? 

Orl, O, sir, very well : here in your orchard. 

Oli, Know you before whom, sir ? 

Orl, Ay, better than he I am before knows me. I know, you are 
my eldest brother ; and, in the gentle condition of blood, you should 
know me : The courtesy of nations allows you my better, in that 
you are the first-bom; but the same tradition takes not away my 
blood; were there twenty brothers betwixt us : I have as much of my 
father in me, as you ; albeit, I confess, your coming before me if 
nearer to his reverence. 

Oli. What, boy ! 

Orl Come, come, elder brother, you are too young in this. 
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OIL Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ? 

Orh I am no villain ; I am the youngest son of sir Rowland de 
Bois : he was my father ; and he is thrice a villain, that savs, such a 
&ther begot villains : Wert thou not my brother, I would not take 
this hand from thy throat, till this other had pulled out thy tongue 
for saying so : thou hast railed on thyself. 

Adam, Sweet masters, be patient ; for your father's remembrance, 
be at accord. 

OIL Let me go, I say. 

Orl. I will not, till I please: you shall hear me. My father 
charged you in his will to give me good education : you have trained 
me like a peasant, obscuring and hiding from me aU gentleman-like 
qualities : the spirit of my father grows strong in me, and I will no 
longer endure it : therefore allow me such exercises as may become 
a gentleman, or ^ve me the poor allottery my father left me by testa- 
ment; with that I will go buy my fortunes. 

OIL And what wilt mou do ? beg, when that is spent ? Well, sir, 
get you in : I will not long be troubled with you : you shall have 
some part of your will : I pray you, leave me. 

Orl. I will no further offend you than becomes me for my good. 

OIL Gret you with him, you old dog. 

Adam, Is old dog my reward ? Most true, I have lost my teeth in 
your service. — ^Heaven be with my old master ! he would not have 
spoke such a word. [Exeunt Oelando and Adam. 

OIL Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon me ? I will physic 
your rankness, and yet give no thousand crowns neither. 

Oliver, desirons of ridding himself of Oriando, seeks the aid of ** Charles, the wrestler," 
who b engaged to exhibit in a wrestling match, that is to take place before the nsarping 
Pake and his conrt. Charles, instigated by Oliver, agrees to challenge Orlando to try 
** a fall with him,*' when by superior skill he hopes to overcome and kill him. In this he is 
frustrated by the agility and strength of Orlando, who obtains the victory. 

Bosalind the daughter of the exiled Duke, b at her Uncle's court, and accompanied 
by Celia her cousin, they witness the wrestling match. Rosalind b struck by the grace 
•ad courage exhibited by Orlando— and learning that he b the son of one of her Fathei*s 
oldest friends, her interest in the young man b increased ; she rewards Orlando, with a 
fold chain, and a mutual /ee/nv ofrej^ard b excited in both their hearts. 

Celia watches the growing love of Rosalind, and sportively accuses her with falling in 
love " on such a sudden:" their conversation is interrupted by Duke Frederick, who hat 
become jealous of Rosalind, and banishes her from hb court 

Enter Celia, and Rosalind. 

Cel, Why, cousin ; why, Rosalind ; — Cupid have mercy ; — ^Not a 
word? 

Ros, Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be cast away upon curs, 
f hrow some of them at me ; come, lame me with reasons. 

Ros, Then there were two cousins laid up ; when the one should 
be lamed with reasons, and the other mad without any. 

Cel But is all this for your father ? 
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Ro8, No, some of it for my child's father : O, how full of biien is 
this working-day worid ! 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in holiday 
^lery ; if we walk not in the trodden paths, our very coats wiu 
catch them. 

Ros, I could shake them off my coat ; these burs are in my heart. 

Cd, Hem them away. 

Ros, I would try ; if I could cry hem, and have him. 

Cd, Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Ros, O, they take the part of a better wrestler than myself. 

Cd. Is it possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so 
strong a likinff with old sir Rowland's youngest son ? 

Ros. The duke my father lov'd his tether dearly. 

Cd, Doth it therefore ensue, that you should love his son dearly t 
BytMs kind of chase, I should hate him, for my father hated his father 
dearly ; yet I hate not Orlando. 

Ros, No '&ith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel Why shouki I not ? doth he not deserve well ? 

Ros, Let me love him for that; and do you love him, because I 
do : Look, here comes the duke. 

Ceh With his eyes fuU of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, toith Lords. 

Dvke F, Mistress, dispatch you with your siifest haste, 
And get you from our court 

Ros, Me, uncle ? 

Dvke F, You, cousin. 

Within these ten days if thou be'st found 
So near our public court as twenty miles. 
Thou diest for it 

Ros, I do beseech your grace. 

Let me the knowled^ of my fault bear with me : 
If with myself I horn intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires ; 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantic, 
(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle, 
Never so much as in a thought unborn, 
Did I offend your highness. 

Dvke F. Thus do all traitors : 

If their purgation did consist in words. 
They are as innocent as grace itself : 
Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor : 
Tell me, whereon the likelihood depends. 

Dvke F, Thou art thy father's daughter, there's enough. 

Ros, So was I, when your highness took his dukedom ; 
So was I, when your highness banish'd him : 
Treason is not inherited, my lord : 
Or, if we did derive it fh)m our friends. 
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What's that to me ? my lather was no traitor : 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Dvke F, Ay, CeUa ; we stay'd ner for your sake. 
Else had she with her father rang'd along. 

Cd, I did not then entreat to have her stay, 
It was your pleasure, and your own remorse ; 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now I know her ; if she be a traitor, 
Why, so am I : we still have slept together ; 
Hose at an instant, leam'd, play'd, eat together ; 
And wheresoe'er we went, like Juno's swans. 
Soil we went coupled, and inseparable. 

Ihike F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her smoothnesB, 
Her very silence, and her patience, 
Speak to the people, and tney pity her. 
Tnou art' a fool : she robs thee of thy name ; 
4nd thou v^t show more bright, and seem more virtuoas, 
When she is gone : then open not thy lips ; 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass'd upon her ; she is banish'd. 

Cd, Pronounce that sentence then on me, my liege ; 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Dvke F, You are a fool : — ^You, niece, provide yourself; 
If you out^stay the time, upon mine honor, 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

[Exeunt Duke Frederick, smd Loitk 

Cel O my poor Rosalind : whither wilt thou go ? 
Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, m not thou more griev'd than I am. 

Ros, I have more cause. 

Ceh Thou hast not, cousin, 

Pr'ythee, be cheerful : know'st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish'd me his daughter ? 

Ros, That he hath not. 

Cd. No ? hath not ? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one : 
Shall we be sunder'd ? shall we part, sweet girl ? 
No ; let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me, how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
And do not seek to take your charge upon you, 
To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out ; 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows jwde. 
Say what thou canst, I'll go along with thee. 

Has, Why, whither shSl we go ? 

CeZ. To see-i my uncle. 

Ros, Alas, what danger will it be to us, 
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Maids as we atb, to travel forth so far ? 
Beauty provuketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel. rll put myself in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber smirch mv face ; 
The like do you ; so shall we pass along, 
And never stir assailants. 

Ros, Were it not better, 

Because that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man ? 
A boar-spear in my hiuid ; and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will,) 
We'll have a swashing and a martial outside ; 
As many other mannish cowards have, 
That do outface it with theur semblances. 

Cd. What shall I call thee when thou art a man ? 

Ros. I'll have no worse a name than Jove's own page, 
And therefore, look you, call me, Ganymede. 
But what will you be cdl'd ? 

Cel, Scunething that hath a reference to my state : 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 

Ros, But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father s court ? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

Cel, He'll go along o'er the vnde world with me ; 
Leave me alone to woo him : IjCt's away. 
And get our jewels and our wealth together ; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my Alight : rf ow go we in content. 
To libeity, and not to bmnishment. [Exeunt 

The action sow begins in the Forest of Aiden, where the euMi i>jlEe and Ui 
fiaUowen have found refnge. 

ACT IL 

SCENE I.— The Forest ofArden, 

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and other Lords, in ik., dress if 
Foresters, 
Dvke S, Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile, 
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The seasons' difierence ; as' the icy fang. 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind ; 
Which, w'len it bites and blows upon my body, 
Even tiU I shrink with cold, I smile, and say, — 
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This is no flattery : these are connsellora 

That feelingly persuade me what I am. 

Sweet are tne uses of adversity ; 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous. 

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 

And this our life, exempt firom public haunt, 

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooki, 

Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

Ami, I would not change it : Happy is your grace. 
That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a stylt. 

Duke S, Come, shall we ffo and kill us venison 7 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,— 
Beinff native burghers of this aesert city, — 
Should, in their own confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gor'd. 

1st Lord, Indeed, my loni. 

The melancholy Jacques grieves at that ; 
And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother tliat hath banish'd you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself, 
Did steal behind him, as he lay along. 
Under an oak whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood : 
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag. 
That from the nunters^ aim had ta'en a hurt. 
Did come to hmguish ; and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heav'd forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretch bis leathern coat 
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool. 
Much marked of the melancholy Jacques, 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook. 
Alimenting it with tears. 

Duke S. But what said Jacques t 

Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

1st Lord, O, yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream ; 
Poor deer, quoth ne, thou mdk^st a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much : Then being alone, 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends ; 
• 7^ right, quoth he ; (his misery doth fart 
The flux of company: Anon, a careless herd. 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him. 
And never stays to greet him ; Ay, quoth Jacques. 
Sv>eep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 
^Tisjust tM fashion: Wherefore do you Umk 



AS SHAKSPEABIAN READSB. 

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there f 
Tnus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court. 
Yea, and of this our life : sweariugf that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up. 
In their assign'd and native dwelling place. 

Duke S, And did you leave him in this contempladon t 

2nd Lord. We did, my lord, weeping, and coomientuig 
Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke 8. Show me Jhe place ; 

[ love to cope him in these sullen fits. 
For then he's full of matter. 

2nd Lord, I'll brpg you to him straight. [Exeunt. 

OUtot, foiled in his scbeme to destroy Orlando at the wrestlinf-mateb, plots aJmi 
nseans ** to cnt his brother off." Adam leanu his intentions, and the fatthfid <dd w*m 
loveals them to Orlando. 

SCENE m.^Before Ohyefs House, 
Enter Oblando and Adam, meeting. 

Orl, Who's there? 

Adam, What ! my young master ? — O, my gentle master, 
O, my sweet master, O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland ! why, what nuike you here ? 
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bony priser of the humorous duke ? . 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies ? 
No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle master 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 

Orl. Why, what's the matter ? 

Adam. O unhappy youth. 

Come not within these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
Your brother — (no, no brother ; yet the son — 
Yet not the son ; I will not call him son — 
Of him I was about to c^ ids father,) — 
Hath heard your praises ; and this night he means 
To bum the lodging where you used to lie, 
And you within it : if he fail of that, 
He will have other means to cut you off; 
[ overheard him, and his practices. 
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This is no place, this house is but a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it 

Orl, Why, wliither, Adam, wouldst thou have me go ? 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here, 

Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my food f 
Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 
This I must do, oi know not what to do : 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can ; 
I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and-bloody brother. 

Adam. But do not so ; I have five hundred crowiii» 
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your father, 
Which I did store to be my foster-nurse, 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in comers thrown ; 
Take that : and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow. 
Be ccNnfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 
All this I sive you : Let me be your servant ; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty : 
For in my youth I never did apply ' 

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and delHlity ; 
Therefore my a^ is as a lusty winter. 
Frosty, but Mnmy : let me-go with you ; 
I'll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities. 

OrL O good old man ; h^ well in thee appeals 
The constant service of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times. 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so vnth (bee. 
But, poor old man, thou prun*st a rotten tree. 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together ; 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent. 
We'll hght upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, go on ; and i ^ill fdiOw thee« 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. — • 

From seventeen years till now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. • 

At seventeen years mai^ their fortunes seek ; 
But at fourscore, it is too late a week : 
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better, * 

Than to die well, and not my master's debtor. \Exe%ar 
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SCENE TV. --The Forest (fAiden. 

Enter Rosalihd in hoy's dothes, Celia drest like a Shepherdess^ and 
Touchstone. 

Has. O Jupiter ! how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were not weary. 

Has. I could find in my heart to disgrace my man's apparel, and 
to cry like a woman : but I must comfort the weaker vessel, as 
doublet and hose ought to show itself courageous to petticoat : there- 
fore, courage, good Aliena. 

CeZ. I pray you, bear with me ; I can go no further. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than bear you : 
yet I should bear no cross, if I did bear you ; for, I think, you haye 
no money in your purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Tbuc^ Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool I ; when I was 
at home, I was in a better place ; but travellers must be content 

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone : — ^Look you, who comes here ; 
a young man, and an old, in solemn talk. 

Enter Corin, and Silvius. 

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 

8iL O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do love her ! 

Cor. I partly guess; for I have lov'd ere now. 

8U. No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess ; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lot<H- 
As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As sure I think did never man love so,y 
How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fimtasy ? 

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten. 

SU. O, thou didst then ne'er love so neartily : 
If thou remember'st not the slightest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into. 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
O, if thou hast not sat as I do now, 
Weaxying thy hearer in thy mistress' praise. 
Thou hast not lov'd : 
Or, if thou hast not broke from company. 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, 
Thou hast not Jov'd : O Ph«lw, Phebe, Phebe ! [Exit Silvius. 

jR#5. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of thy wound, 
I have oy hard adventure found mine own. 

T$uch. And I mine : We, that are true lovers, run into strange 
capers ; but as all is mortal in nature, so is all nature in love mortai 
in folly. 

R9S. Thou speak'st wiser, than thou art 'ware of. 
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Tcuch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mire own wit, till I Inreak 
Wtj shins against it. 

Ros, Jove ! Jove ! this shepherd's passion 
Is much upon thy fashion. 

Touch, And mine ; but it grows something stale with me. 

Ce2. I pray you, one of you question yond man, 
f he for gold will give us any food ; 
fiunt almost to dcMith. 

Tauch, Holla : you, clown ! 

Ros. Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinwnan. 

Car. Who calls? 

Touch. Your betters, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say: 

i. od even to you, ihend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to yon all. 

SU>s. I pr'ythee, diepherd, if that love, or gold, 
Catt in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Brin§ us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Her?8 a young maid with travel much c^ress'd, 
And fiiints for succor. 

Cor. Pair sir, I pity her. 

And wish for her sake, more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 
Rut I am shepherd to another man. 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze ; 
My master is of churlish disposition. 
And little recks to And the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed, 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now. 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come see. 
And in my vcnce most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and pastnre ? 
' Cor. That young swain that you saw here but erewhOe* 
That little cares for buying any thin?. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand ivith honesty. 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock. 
And tibiou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cd. And we will mend thy wages : I like this place. 
And willingly could waste my time in it. 

Cor. A^uredly, the thing is to be sold : 
Go wiUi me ; if yon like, upon report. 
The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithiul feeder be, 
And buy it with yom i old right suddenly. [jE^etiUli 
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SCENE Y.'-'Anoihgr part cf the Faregt, A Table set 
Enter Duee Senior, Amiens, Lords, and others. 
Duke 8. I think he be transform'd into a beast 
For I can no where find him like a man. 

1st Lord. My lord, he is but even now gcme hence ; 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke 8. If he, compact of jars, grow musical, 
We shall have shcMtly discord in the spheres : — 
lo, seek him ; tell him I would speak with him. 

Enter Jaques. 

1st Lord. He saves my labor by his own approach. 

Duke 8. Why, how now, monsieur ! what a life is thiA 
That your poor friends must woo your company ? 
What ! you look merrily. 

Jaq. A fool, a fool !-; — ^I met a fool i' the forest, 
A motley fool ; — a miserable world ! — 
As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 
Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun, 
And rail'd on lady Fortune in good terms. 
In good set terms, — and yet a motley fool. 
Good-morroWyfool, quoth I : No, sir, quoth he, 
Call me not fool, tUl heaven hath sent me fortune : 
And then he drew a dial from his poke : 
And looking on it with lack-lustre eye. 
Says, very wisely. It is ten o^clock : 
Thus may we see, quoth he, hono ike world wags : 
^Tis but an hour ago, since it was nine ; 
And after an hour more, ^twiU be eleven ; 
And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe. 
And then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot. 
And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time. 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer. 
That fools should be so deep contemplative ; 
And I did laugh, sans intermission. 
An hour by his dial. — O noble fool ! 
A worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear. 

Duke 8. What fool is this ? 

Jaq. O worthy fool ! — One that hath been a comtlflr; 
And say, if ladies be but young, and fair. 
They have the gift to know it : and in his brain^ — 
Which is as dry. as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, — ^he hath strange places cramm'd 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms : — O, that I were a fool ! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Dvke 8. Thou shalt have one. 
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Jisg. ft is my only foil $ 

Provided, that you weed your better judgment! 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 
That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the- wind, 
To blow on whom I please ; for so fools have : 
And they that are most galled with my folly. 
They most must hiugh : And why, sir, must they 00 f 
The why is plain as way to parish church : 
He, that a fool dotii very wisely hit, 
Doth very foolishly, although he smart, . 
Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not. 
The wise man's folly is anatomized 
Even by the squandering glances of the fool. 
Invest me in my motlev ; givb me leave 
To speak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, 
tf they will Mtiently receive my medicine. 

Duke 8. Pyeon thee ! I can tell what thou would'st do. 

Jaq, What, for a counter, would I do, but good ? 

Duke 8, Most mischievous foul sin, in chimn^ sin : 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine. 

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride. 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea, 
Till that the very very means do ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I say. The city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ? 
Who can come in, and say, that I mean her. 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbor ? 
Or what is he of basest function. 
That says, his bravery is not on my cost, 
(Thinking that I mean him,) but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech ! 
There then : How, what then ? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him : if it do him right. 
Then he hath wrong'd himself ; if he be free. 
Why then, my taxing like ^ wild goose flies, 
Unclaim'd of any man. — ^But who comes here ? 

Enter Orlando, toiih his stoord dravm. 

Orh Forbear, and eat no more. 

Jaq, Why, I have eat none yet 

Orl Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv'd. 

Duke 8, Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy distress ; 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners. 
That in civility thou seem'st so empty ? 

Orl, You touch'd my vein at first ; the thorny point 
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Of bare distress hath ta'en firom me the show 
Of smooth civility : yet am I inland bred, 
And know some nortore : But forbear, I say :. 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I and my af&irs are answered. 

Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason, 
I must die. 

Duke S, What would yon have ? Vour geirtleness shall fcma 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 

OrL I almost die for food, and let me have it 

Dvke 8, Sit down and feed, and welcome to out table. 

OrL Speak you so gently ? Pardon me, I pray yon. 
I thought, that all things had been savage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stem commandment ; But whate'er you are, 
That in this desert inaccessible. 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs. 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
If ever you have look'd on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoU'd to church ; 
If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 
If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear. 
And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ; 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 
In the which hope, I blash, and bide my sword. 

Dvke 8. True is it that we have seen better days ; 
And have with holy bell been knoU'd to church ; 
And sat at good men's feasts : and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd : 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness. 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be ministred. 

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 
And give it food. There is an old poor man. 
Who after me hath many a weary step 
limp'd in pure love ; till he be first sufl5c'd, — 
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age, and hunger,— 
I will not touch a bit. 

Duke 8. Go find him out. 

And we will nothing waste tUl you return. 

Orl I thank ye ; and be bless'd for your good comfort f [Ex%L 

Dvke 8, Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy ; 
This wide and umversal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

Jaq- All the world's a stage, 

And all the men and women merely players : 
They have their exits, and their entrances ; 
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Add one man in his time plajrs many parts, 

I£s acts being seven ages. At ^t, the in^yiL 

Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms. 

And then, the w himngr y ^j j innl-hn y. ynth his satchel, 

And shining morning face, creeping like snail 

Unwillingly to schod. And then the loyefj 

Sighing fike furnace, with a woeful ballad^ 

Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a ^g^jgr, 

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 

Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel. 

Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, the ius^[ce, 

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd. 

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut. 

Full of wise saws and modem instances. 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and slipper'd pgjit^oon, 

With spectacles on nose', and pouch on side ; 

His youthful hose well sav'd, a world too wide 

For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice, 

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 

And wmstles m his sound. Last scene of all. 

That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

Re-enter Oklando, with Adam. 

Duke S. Welcome. Set down your venerable buroeOy 
And let him feed. 

Orl. I thank you most for him. 

Adam, So had you need ; 
I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 

Dvke 8, Welcome, fall to ; I will not trouble you 
As yet> to question you about your fortunes : — 
Give us some music ; and, good cousin, sing. 

•Amiens sings, 

SONG. 

L Blow, bloio, thou mrUer wind. 
Thou art not so uvkirtd 

As man^s ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen. 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh, ho ! sing, liei^h, ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving merefoUy^ 
Then, heigh, ho, the holly ! 
This iffe is most Jolly, 
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n. Freeze, freeze^ thou bitter ^cy^ 
Thou dost not bite so mgh 

As benefits forgot: 
Though Aou the toaters warp. 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
Asjrimi remembered not. 
Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! &c. 

Du\e 8. If that you were the good Sir Rowland's scm^-* 
As you have whisper'd faithfully, you were ; 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly Umn'd, and living in your face, — 
fie truly welcome hither : I am the duke, 
That lov'd your father : The residue of your fortune. 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man ; 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is ; 
Support him by the arm. — Give me your hand. 
And let me all your fortunes understand. [ExeunL 

Duke Frederiok on diBOOverin; the flight of hb daughter and Rosalind, lospeoti thil 
Oriando has aided them. He sendi for Oliver, and commands him to seek the fngitiTee. 
Orlando remains in the finest under the inotection of the banished Dnke. 

ACT III. 

The Forest. 
Enter Orlando, loiih a paper. 

Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love : 

And thou, thrice crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 

Thy huntress' name, that my full life doth sway. 
O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books, 

Ahd in their barks my thoughts I'll character ; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks. 

Shall see tny virtue witness'd every whete. 
Run, run, Orlando ; carve, on every tree> 
The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she. [Exit. 

Enter Corin, and Touchstone. 

Cor. And how like you this shepherd's life, master Touchstone 7 ' 
Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a good life ; but 
In respect that it is a shepherd's Hfe, it is naught. In respect that it 
is solitary, I Uke it very well ; but in respect that it is private, it is a 
very vile life. Now in respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me well ; 
but in respect it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it is a spare 
life, look you, it fits my humor well ; but as there is no more plenty 
hi it, it goes much against my stomach. Hast any philosophy in 
'See, shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one sickens, the worse 
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Rt ease he is ; and that he that wants money, means, and content, is 
witiiout three good friends : — ^That the property of rain is to wet, and 
fire to bum : That good pasture makes fat sheep ; and that a great 
cause of the night, is lack of the sun : That he, that hath learnS no 
wit by nature nor art, may complain of good breeding, or comes of a 
very dull kindred. 

Touch, Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast ever in court, 
rirpherd ? 

Cor, No, sir, I am a true laborer ; I earn that I eat, set that I 
wear ; owe no man hafe, envy no man's happiness ; glad of other 
men's good, content with my harm : and the greatest of my pride is, 
to see my ewes graze, and my lambs feed. Here comes young 
master Gmnymede, my new mistress's brother. 

Enter Rosalind, reading a pajper. 
Res. From the east to toestem Ind, 
No jewel is like Rosalind. 
Her worth, being mounted on the mnd, 
Throvgh all the world hears Rosalind, 
All the 'pictures, fairest lin^d, 
Are hut hlack to Rosalind, 
Let no face he k^t in mind, 
But the fair of Rosalind. 

Touch, FU rhyme you so, eight years together ; dinners7 and sup* 
pers, and sleeping hours excepted : it is the right butter woman i 
rank to market. 

Ros, Out, fool ! 

Touch, For a taste : 

If a hart do lack a hind. 

Let him seek out Rosalind. 

J^ the c(tt vnU tzfter kind. 

So, he sure, will Rosalind. 

Winter garments must he lin^d, 

So must slender Rosalind, 

They ihat reap, must sheaf and hind; 

Then to cart with Rosalind. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind. 

Such a nut is Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses ; "Why do you infect yourself 
with them ? 

Ros. Peace, you dull fool : I found them on a tree. 

Tou^eh, Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros, I'll graffit with you, and then I shall graff it with a medlar : 
dien it will be the earliest fruit in the country: for you will be 
fotten e'er you be half ripe, and that's the right virtue of the medlar. 

Touch, You have said ; but whether wisely or no, let the fores* 
^dge. 
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Enter Ceua, reading a pop» 

Ro$. Peace 
Here comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 
Cel. Why should this desert sileni he ? 
^or it is unveapUd ? No ; 
Tongues FU hang on every tree^ 
That shall civU sayings show : 
' Some, how brief the life of man 
Runs his erring pUgnmage ; 
That the stretching (fa span 
Buckles in his sum (fage. 
Some, of violated vows 

^Tioixt the souls of friend and friend: 
But upon the fairest boughs, 
Or at every sentence^ end, 
Wm I Rosalinda write : 

Teaching all thai read to know 

The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in little show. 

Therefore heaven nature charged 

That cm body should bej&d 

With all graces wide enlare*d : 

Nature presently disiUTa 
Helenas cheek, but not her heart ; 

Cleopatra^ s majesty ; 
Atalania^s better part ; 

Sad Lucretia^s modesty, 
Thtis Rosalind of many parts 

By heavenly synod was devised, 
Cf many faces, eyes, and hearts 

To have the touches dearest prized. 
Heaven would that she these gfts should have, 
And I to live and die her slave, 
Ros, O most gentle Jupiter ! — ^what tedioui homily of love havt 
you wearied your parishioners withal, and never cry'd, Have patience^ 
good people ! 

Cel, How now ! hack friends ; — Shepherd, go off a little : — Go 
with him, sirrah. 

Touch, Come, shepherd, let us make an honorable retreat : though 
not with bag and baggage, yet wifli scrip and scrippage. 

[Exeunt Corin, and Toxjchstonb. 
Cd, Didst thou hear these verses ? 

Ros, O, yes, I heard them all, and more too ; for some of them 
had in them more feet than the verses would bear. 
Cel, That's no matter ; the feet might bear the verses. 
Ros, Ay, but the feet wore lame, and could not bear themselves 
without the verse, and therefore stood lamely in the verse. 

Cel. But didst thou hear, without wondering how thy na'^«e should 
dc hans'd and carved upon these trees ? 
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Sc8. I was seven of the nine days out of the wonder, before you 
came ; for look here what I found on a palm-tree : I was never so 
be-riiymed since Pythagoras' time, that I was an Irish rat, which I 
can har^ remember. 

Cel. Itow you, who hath done this ? 

Ros, Is it a man ? 

Cd, And a chain, that you once wore, about his neck : Cliange 
you color ? 

Ros, I pr'ythee, who ? 

Cel. O ! it is a hard matter for friends to meet ; but mountains 
may be removed with earthquakes, and so encounter. 

Kos, Nay, but who is it ? 

Cel, Is it possible ? 

Ros, Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary vehemence, tell 
me who it is ? 

Cel, O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful, and yet again 
wonderful, and after that out of all whooping ! 

Ros, Good my complexion ! dost thou tmnk, though I am capari- 
Bon'd like a man, I have a doublet and hose in my disposition ? One 
inch of delay more is a South-sea-ofT discovery. I pr'ythee, tell me, 
who is it ? quickly, and speak apace : I would thou couldst btammer, 
that thou might'st pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine 
comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle ; either too much at once, or 
none at all. I pr'ythee take the cork out of thy mouth, that I may 
drink thy tidings. What manner of man ? Is biis head worth a hat ? 

Cel, It is youoff Orlando; that tripp'd up the wrestler's heels, 
and your heart, bou in an instant. 

Ros, Nay, no mocking ; speak sad brow, and true maid. 

Cel, V faith, coz, 'tis he. 

Ros, Orlando? 

Cel, Orlando. 

Ros. Alas the day ! what shall I do with my doublet and hose ?— 
What did he when thou saw'st him ? What said he ? How look'd 
he ? Wherein went he ? What makes he here ? Did he ask for 
me ? Where remains he ? How parted he with thee ? and when 
shalt thou see him again ? Answer me in one word. 

Cel. You must TOrrow me Garagantua's mouth first : 'tis a word 
too great for any mouth of this age's size : To say, ay, and no, to 
these particulars, is more than to answer in a catecmsm. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest, and in man's 
apparel ? Looks he as freshly as ne did the day he wrestled ? 

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies, as to resolve the propositions 
of a lover : — ^but take a taste of my finding him, and relish it with a 
good observance. I found him under a tree, hke a dropp'd acorn. 

Ros, It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when it drops forth such 
fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros, Proceed. 

Cel There lay he, stretch'd along, like a wounded knight. 
7* 
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Ro9. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it wdl becomeB tlie 
ground. 

CeL Cry, holloa ! to thy tongue, I pr'ythee : it curvets very un- 
reasonably. He was fumish'd like a hunter. 

Ros, O ominous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

CeZ. I would sing my song without a burden : thou bring'st me 
out of tune. 

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman ? when I think, I most 
speak. Sweet, say on. 

Enter Orlando, and JAQUEa* 

Cd, You bring me out : — Soft ! comes he not here ? 

Ros, 'Tis he ; slink by, and note him. 

[Cbua and Rosalind retire. 

Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but, good faith, I had as 
lief have been myself alone. 

OrL And so had I ; but yet, for fashion sake, I thank you too for 
your society. 

Jaq, Heaven be with you ; lef s meet as little as we can. 

On, I do desire, we may be better strangers. 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing love-songs io 
th^ir barks. 

OrL I pray you, mar no more of my verses with reading them, ill- 
favoredly . 

Jaq. Kosalind is your love's name ? 

Ori. Yes, just 

Jaq. I do not like her name. 

Ori, There was no thought of pleaidng you, when she was 
christen'd. 

Jaq. What stature is she of? 

Ori. Just as high as my heart . 

Jaq, You are full of pretty answers: Have you not been ac- 
quainted with goldsmith's wives, and conn'd them out of rings ? 

Ori, Not so ; but I answer you right painted cloth, frwn wh^ce 
you have studied your questions. 

Jaq, You have a nimble wit ; I thmk it is made of Atalanta's 
Heels. Will vou sit down with me ? and we two wUl rail against 
our mistress the world, and all our miserj'. 

Ori. I will chide no breather in the woHd, but myself; agahist 
whom I know most faults. 

Jaq. The most fault you have, is to be in love. 

On, 'Tis a fault I will not change for your best virtue. I am 
iroary of you. 

il* S^ ?^ troth, I was seeking for a fool, when T found you. 

Ori. He is drown'd in the brook ; look but in, and you shall see 
^im. 

Jaq. There shall I see mine own figure. 

Ori. Which I take to be either a fool or a cipher. 

Jaq. I'll tarry no longer with you ; farewell good signior love. 
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Orl 1 am glad of your departure; adieu, gomi monsieur mdati> 
eholy. [Exit Jaques. — Cel. aiid Res. come forward, 

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacqu^, and under that 
habit play the knave with him. — ^Do you hear, forester 7 

Orl. Very well ; what would you ? * 

Ros, I pray you, what is't a clock ? 

Orl. You luiould ask me, what time o'day ; there's no clock in tht 
forest. 

Ros, Then there's no true lover in tiie forest ; else sighing every 
minute, and groaning every hour, would detect the lazy foot of time, 
as well as a clock. 

OrL And why not the swift foot of time ? had not that been as 
proper? ^ 

jRo5. By no means, sir : Time travels in divers paces with divers 
persons : I'll tell you who time ambles withal, who time trots withal, 
who time gallops withal, and who he stands still withal. 

Orl I pr'ythee, who doth he trot withal ? 

Ros, Marry, he trots hard with & young maid, between the con- 
tract of her marriage, and the day it is sdemnized. 

Orl, Who ambles time withal ? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich man that hath ncit 
the gout : for the one sleeps easily, because he cannot study ; and 
the other lives merrily, because he feels no pain : the one lacking 
the burden of lean and wasteful learning ; the other knowing no 
burden of heavy tedious penury : These time ambles witiial. 

Orl. Who doth he gaflop withal ? 

Ros, With a thief to the gallows : for though he go as softly aa 
foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon there. 

Orl Who stays it still withal ? 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they sleep between term 
and term, and then they perceive not how time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister ; here in the skirts of the 
forest. 

Orl Are you a native of this place ? 

Ros. As the rabbit, that you see dwell where she is kmdled. 

Orl Your accent is something finer than you could purchase m 
so removed a dwelling. 

Ros. I have been told so of many : but, indeed, an old relimous 
uncle of mine taught me to speak, who was in his youth an imand- 
man ; one that knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love. I 
have heard him read many lectures against it ; and I thank fortune, 
I am not a woman, to be touch'd with so many giddy ofiences as 
he hath generally tax'd their whole sex withal. 

Orl Can you remember any of the principal evils that he laid to 
the charge of women ? 

Ros. There were none principal ; they were all like one another, 
18 nalf-pence are : every one fault seeming monstroua, till his fellow 
&ult came to match it. 
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OrL I jN^ythoa, recomit some otthem. 

Ros, No ; I will not cast away my physic, but on those that are 
sick. There is a man haunts tne forert, that abuses our young 
plants with carving Rosalind on their barks ; hangs odes upon haw- 
thonik, and elegies on brambles ; all, forsooth, deifying the name of 
Rosalind : if 1 could meet that fancy-monger, I would give him some 
good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of love upon him. 

Orh I am he that is so love-ehaked ; I pray you, tell me your 
remedy. 

Ros. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you : he taught 
me how to know a man in love ; in which cage of rushes, I am sure 
you are not prisoner. 

Orl, What were his marks ? 

Ros, A lean cheek ; which you have not : a Uue eye, and sunk- 
en; which you have not: an unquestionable spirit; which you 
have not : a beard neglected ; which you have not : — ^Tben your hose 
should be ungarter'd, your bonnet unhanded, your sleeve imbuttoned, 
your shoe untied, and every thin? about you demonstrating a careless 
desolation. But you are no such man ; you are rather pomt-device 
inyonr accoutrements; as loving yourself, than seeming the lover 
of any other. 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe I love. 

Ros. Me believe it ? you may as soon make her that you love be 
lieve it ; which, I warrant, she is apter to do, than to confess sh^ 
does ; that is one of the points in the which women still give the lie 
to their consciences. But, in good sooth, are you he that hangs the 
verses on the trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired ? 

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of Rosalind, I am 
he, that unfortunate he. 

Ros. But are you so much in love as your rhymes speak ? 

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much. 

Ros. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell you, deserves as well 
a dark house and a whip, as madmen do ; and the reason why they 
are not so punished and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary that 
the whippers are in lov9 too : Yet I profess curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Did you ever cure any so ? 

Ros. Yes, one ; and in this manner. He was to imagine me his 
love, his mistress ; and I set him every day to woo me : At which 
time would I, being but a moonish youth, grieve, be effeminate, 
f hangeable, longing, and liking ; proud, £uitastical, apish, shallow, in- 
constant, full of tears, full of smiles; for every passion something, 
and for no passion truly any thing, as boys and women are for iSd 
most part cattle of this color ; woiud now like him, now loath him ; 
then entertain him, then forswear him ; now weep for him, then spit 
at him ; that I drave my suitor from his mad humor of love, to a liv- 
ing humor of madness ; which was, to forswear the full stream of 
the world, and to live in a nook merely monastic : And thus I cured 
him ; and this way will I take upon me to wash your liver as clean 
as a sound sheep's heart, that there shall not be one spot of love in't 
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Ori, I would not be cured, youth. 

Ros, I would cure you, if you would but call me Rosalind, and 
eome every day to my cote, and woo me. 

OrL Now, by the faith of ray love, I will ; tell me where it is. 
Ros. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you : and by the way, you 
Bhall tell me where in the forest you live : Will you go ? 
OrL With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros, Nay, you must call me Rosalind : — Come, sister, will yo« 
. go ? [Exeunt 

Bosaliiid, itill in her male attire, wins the lo\e of Phebe, a rastio beauty, tiving in tht 
fMmt, and bj her wit and simj^htliness gains the attention of the Dnke and hif foOowen. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE L^The same. 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Jaqxjes 

Jaq, I pr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be better acquaintec mth 
thee. 

Ros, They say you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq, I am so ; I do love it better than laughing. 

jRo5. Those, that are in extremity of eitner, are abommable fel- 
lows ; and betray themselves to every modern censure, worse than 
drunkards. 

Jaq, Why, "'tis good to be sad and say nothing. 

Ros, Why then, 'tis good to be a post. 

Jaq, J have neither the scholar's melancholy, which is emulation ; 
nor the musician's, whieh is fantastical ; nor the courtier's, which is 
proud ; nor the soldier's, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, which 
is politic ; nor the lady's, which is nice ; nor the lover's, which is all 
these : but it is a melancholy of mine own, compounded of many 
simples, extracted from, many objects : and, indeed, the sundry con- 
templation of my travels, in which my often rumination wraps me, 
is ar most humorous sadness. 

Ros, A traveller ! By my faith, you have great reason to be sad : 
I fear you have sold your own lands, to see other men's ; then, tci 
nave seen much, and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor 
tiands. 

Jaq, Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Ros, And your experience makes you sad : I had rather have a 
fool to make me merry, than experience to make me sad ; and to 
travel for it too. 

Orl, Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind ! 

Jaq, Nay then. Heaven oe wi' you, an you talk in blank verse. 

Ros, Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look, you lisp, and wear 
•trange suits ; disable all the benefits of your own country ; be out 
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of love yn ith your nativity ; or I will scarce think von have swam in a 
gondola. — [JSxit Jjlques.J — Wl.y, how now, Orlando ! where have 
you been all this while ? You a lover ? — ^An you serve me such an- 
other trick, never come in my sight more. 

Orl My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of my promise. 

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love ? He that will divide a mi<* 
nute into a thousand parts, and break but a part of the thousandth 
part of a minute in the affiiirs of love, it may be said of him, that 
Cupid hath clapp'd him o' the shoulder, but I warrant him henn 
whole. 

Orl, Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros, Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my sight ; I had 
as lief be woo'd of a snail. 

Orl, Of a snail?. ; 

Ros, Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slowly, he rarries his 
house on his head ; a better jdnture, I think, than you can make a 
woman : Besides, he brings his destiny with him. 

Orl, What's that 

Ros, Why, horns. 

Orl, Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind is virtuous. 

Ros, And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel, It pleases him to call yon so ; but he hath a Rosalind of a 
better leer than you. 

Ros, Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in a holiday humor, 
and like enough to consent : — What would you say to me now, an 
I were your very very Rosalind ? 

Orl, I would kiss before I spoke. 

Ros, Nay, you were better speak first ; and when you were grav- 
elled for lack of matter, you might take occasion to kiss. 

Orl, How if the kiss be denied ? 

Ros. Then she puts yon to entreaty, and there begins new matter. 

Orl, Who conla be out, being before his beloved mistress ? 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your mistress. 

Orl, What, of my suit ? 

Ros, Out of your suit. Am not I your Rosalind ? 

Orl, I take some joy to say you are, because I would be talking 
of her. 

Ros, Well, in her person, I say — ^I will not have you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, I die. 

Ros, No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world is almost six 
thousand years old, and in all this time there was not any man died 
in his own person, videlicet, in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains 
. dashed out with a Grecian club ; yet he did what he could to die be- 
fore ; and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he would have 
lived many a fair year, though Hero liad turned nun, if it had not 
been for a hot midsummer night ; for, good youth, he went but forth 
to wash him in the Hellespont, and, being taken with the cramp, was 
dr* wned ; and the foolish chmniclers of that age found it was — ^Hero 
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91 Sestos. But these are all lies ; men have died from time tn imi • 
uid worms have eaten them, but not for love. 

OrL I would not have my right Rosalind of this mind ; for, I pro- 
test, her frown might kill me. 

Ros, By this hsmd, it will not kill a fly : But come, now I will be 
four Rosalind in a more coaoing-<m disposition; and ask me what 
fou will, I will grant it. 

OrL Then love me, Rosalind. 

Ros, Yes, fiedth will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, and alL 

Orl. And wilt thou have me ? 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl mat say'st thou ? 

Ros. Are you not good ? 

OrL I hope so. 

Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of a gcx)d thiog ? — Coma^ 
Eilster, you shall be the priest, and marry us. — uive me your hand, 
Orlando : — What do you say, sister ? 

OrL Pray thee, marry us. 

CeL I cannot say the words, 

Ros, You must begin, Will you, Orlandoi — 

CeL Go to : Will you, Orlando, have to wife this Rosalind ? 

OrL I will. 

Ros. Ay, but when ? 

OrL Why now ; as fest as she can mairy us. 

Ros. Then you must say, — I take thee, HosdLind,fcr wife. 

OrL I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission ; but, — ^I do take thee, 
Orlando, for my husband : There a girl goes before the priest ; and, 
certainly, a woman's thought runs before her actions. 

OrL So do all thouffhts ; they are winged. 

Ros. Now tell me, how long you would have her, after you have 
possessed her. 

OrL For ever and a day. 

Ros. Say a day, without the ever: No, no, Orlando; men are 
Apiil when they woo, December when they wed : maids are May 
when they are maids, but the sky changes when they are wives. 1 
will be more jealous of thee tmn a ifirbary pigeon over his hen ; 
more clamorous than a parrot against rain ; more new-fangled than 
an ape ; more giddy in my desires than a monkey : I will weep for 
nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will do that when you are 
disposed to be merry ; I will laugh like a hyen, and that when thou 
art inclined to sleep. 

OrL But will my Rosalind do so ? 

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do. 

OrL O, but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do this : the wiser, the 
wajnvarder : Make the doors upon a woman's wit, and it will out at 
the casement ; shut that, and 'twill out at the key-hole : stop that, 
twill fly with the smoke out at the chimnev 
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Orl. A man that liad a wife with such a wit, he might say, — WU, 
ithither vnlt ? 

Ros. YoQ shall never take her without her answer, unless yon 
take her without her tongue. 

OrL For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave thee. 

Ros, Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 

Orl I must attend the duke at dinner ; by two o'clock I will be 
with thee again. 

Ros, Ay, go your ways, go your ways ; — I knew what you would 
prove ; my friends told me as much, and I thought no less ; — that 
flattering tongue of yours won me : 'tis but one cast away, and so, — 
come, death. — ^Two o'clock is your hour ? 

Orl, Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

Bos, By my troth, and in good earnest, and by all pretty oaths 
that are not dangerous, if you break one jot of your promise, or come 
one minute bemnd your hour, I will think you the most pathetical 
break-promise, and the most hollow lover, and the most unworthy of 
her you call Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the gross band of 
the unfaithful : therefore beware my censure, and keep your promise. 

Orl, With no less religion, than if thou wert inde^ my Rosa- 
lind : So, adieu. ^ 

Ros, Well, time is the old justice that examines all such offenders, 
and let time try : Adieu ! [Exit Orlakdo. 

Cd, You have simply misus'd our sex in your love-prate ; we 
must have your doublet and hose plucked over your head. 

Ros, O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, mat thou didst know 
h(wr many fathom deep I am in love ! But it cannot be sounded ; my 
aroction hath an unknown bottom like the bay of Portugal. 

Cel. Or, rather, bottomless ; that as fast as you pour afiection in, 
it runs out. 

Ros, I'll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of Orlando 
I'll go find a shadow, and sigh till he come. 

£el And I'll sleep. [Exeunt 

SCENE m,^The Forest, 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Oliver. 

on. Good-morrow, fair ones : Pray you, if you know 
Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands 
A sheep-cote, fenc'd about with olive trees ? 

Cel West of this place, down in the neighbor bottom, 
The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream, 
Lett on your right hand, brings you to the place : 
But at this hour the house doth keep itself. 
There's none within. 

Oli, If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then I should know you by description ; 
Such garments, and such years : " The boy isfair^ 
Of ^erAale favor, and bestows himself 
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lAke a npe sister: btU the tooman low, 

And browner than her brother.^^ Are not yon 

The owner of the house I did inauire for ? 

Cel. It is no boast, being ask'a, to say, we are. 

Oli, Orlando doth commend him to you both : 
And to that youth he calls his Rosalina, 
He sends this bloody napkin : Are you he ? 

Ros, I am : what must we understand by this ? 

Oli. Some of my shame : if you will know of me 
What man I am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was stain'd. 

Cel. I pray you, tell it 

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from yo« 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour ; and, pacing through the forest, 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo, what befell ! he threw his eye aside, 
And, mark, what object did present itself! 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age, 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 
Lay sleepin? on his back : arout his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreath'd itself. 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, approached 
The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlimdo, it unlink'd itself. 
And with indented glides did slip away 
Into a hush : under which bush s shade 
A lioness 

Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like watch. 
When that the sleeping man should stir ; for 'tis 
The royal disposition of that beast, 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 
This seen, Orlando did approach the man. 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of ^at same hrothari 
And he did render him the most unnatural 
That liv'd 'mongst men. 

Oli. And well he might so do, 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

Ros. But, to Orlando ; — ^Did he leave him there, 
Food to the fierce and hungry lioness ? 

Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd so^ 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge. 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion. 
Made him give baSie to the lioness. 
Who quicUy fell beftre him ; in which hurtling 
From miserable slumber I awak'd 

Cel, Are you his brother ? 
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Ros. Was it yon he rescued f 

Cd. Was't yon that did so oft contrive to kill him f 

OIL 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I : I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ros, But, for the blcxxiy napkin ? — 

OH. By, and by. 

When from the first to last, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath'd. 

As, how I came into that desert place ; 

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke, 
Who gave me fresh array, and entertainmenu 
Committing me unto my brother's love ; 
Who led me instantly unto his cave, 
There stripp'd himself, and here upcm his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away. 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted. 
And cn^'d, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 
Brief, 1 recover'd him ; bound up his wound ; 
And, after some small space, being strong at heart, 
He sent me hither, stranger as I am, 
To tell this story, that you might«excuse 
^His broken promise, and to give this napkin, 
Dv'd in his blood, unto the diepherd youth 
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede ? sweet Ganymede ? 

[Rosalind yatnft 

OIL Many will swoon when they do look on blood. 

CeL There is more in it : — Cousin — Ganymede ! 

OH. Look, he recovers. 

Ros I would, I were at home. 

Cel We'U lead you thither :— 
I pray you, will you take him by the arm ? 

OIL Be of good cheer, youth : — You a man ? — ^You lack a man'a 
heart. 

jRo5. I do so, I confess it. ^h, sir, a body would think this was 
well counterfeited : I pray you, teltyour brother how well I counter- 
feited. — ^Heigh ho ! — 

Cel. This was not counterfeit ; there is too great testimony in your 
complexion, that it was a passion of earnest. 

-Ros. Counterfeit, I assure yon. 

OIL Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to be a man. 

Ros. So I do : but i' faith I should have been a woman by right. 

Cel. Come, yon look paler and paler ; pray you, draw homewards : 
—Good sir, go with us. 

OIL Thrt will I, for I must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something : But, I pray you, commend my 
counterfeiting to him. — Will you go ? [Exeunt. 
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ACT V, 

7^ Forest cf Arden. 
Orlando, and Olivek 

Orl, Is^t possible, that on so little acquaintance yoa should like 
her ? that, but seeing, you should love her ? and, loving, woo 7 and, 
wooing, she should grant ? and will you persever to enjoy her ? 

OIL Neither call 3ie giddiness of it in question, the poverty of her, 
the small acquaintance, my sudden wooing, nor her sudden consent- 
ing ; but say with me, I love Aliena ; say, with her, that she loves 
me ; consent vdth both, it shall be to your good ; for my father's 
house, and all the revenue that was old sir Rowland's, wiU I estate 
upon you, and here live and die a shepherd. 

Erder Rosalind. 

Orh You have my consent Let your wedding be to-morrow : 
thither will I invite tne duke, and aU his content^ followers : Go 
you, and prepare AUena : for look yon, here comes my Rosalind. 

Ros, Save you, brother. 

OIL And you, fair sister. 

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to see thee wear thy 
heart in a scaxf. 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Ros, I thought thy heart had been wounded with the claws of a 
lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited to swoon, 
when ho show'd me your handkerchief? 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know where you are : — Nay, 'tis true : there was never 
any thing so sudden, but the fight of two rams, and Caesar's thrasonical 
brag of— I came, saw, and overcame. For your brother and my sister 
no sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner looked, but they loved ; 
BO sooner loved, but they sighed ; no sooner sighed, but they asked 
•one another the reason ; no sooner knew the reason, but they sought 
the remedy : and in these degrees'have they made a pair of stairs to 
marriage ; they are in the very wrath of love, and they will together ; 
clubs cannot part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and I will bid the duke to 
the nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing it is to look into happiness 
through another man's eyes ! By so much the more shall I to-mor- 
row w at the height of heart4ieaviness, by how much I shall think 
my brother happy, in having what he wishes for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn for Rosalind ? 

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Ros. 1 will weary you no longer then with idle talking. Know 
vf me then, (for now I speak to some purpose,) that I know you are 
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a gentleman of good conceit : I speak not this, that you should beai 
a good opinion of my knowledge, msomuch, I say, I know you are ; 
neither ao I labor for a greater esteem than may in scone little mea- 
sure draw a belief from you, to do yourself good, and not to grace 
me. Believe then, if you please, that I can do strange things : I 
have, since I was three years old, conversed with a marician, most 
profound in this art If you do love Rosalind so near ue heart as 
your gesture cries it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall 
you marry her : — I know into what straits of fortune she is driven ; 
and it is not impossible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you, 
to set her before your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and without 
any danger. 

Orh Speakest thou in sober meanings ? 

Ros, By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly, though I say I ana 
a magician : Therefore, put you in your best array, bid your friends 
for if you will be married to-morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind, if 
you will. 

Enter Silvius, and Phebe. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers. 

Phe, Youth, you have done me much ungentleness, 
To shbw the letter that I writ to you. 

Ros, I care not, if 1 have : it is my study. 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 
You are there foUow'd by a faithful shepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Pke, Grood shepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love. 

SU. It is to be all made of sighs and tears ; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede 

Orl, And I for Rosalind. 

Ros, And I for no woman. 

SU, It is to be all made of faith and service ;— 
And so am I for Phebe. v 

Phe, And I for Ganymede. 

Orl, And I for RossJind. 

Ros, And I for no woman. 

SU, It is to be all made of fantasy. 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes; 
All adoration, duty, and observance. 
All humbleness, all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all trial, all observance ; 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

Orl, And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros, And so am I for no woman. 

Phe, If tliis be so, why blame you me to love you ? 

[TbRoAMJifD. 

SU. If thds be so, why blame you me to love you ? [To Phebs. 
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OrL If tUs be so, why blame you me to love you ? 

Ros. Who do you spe»k to, why blame you me to love youl 

OrL To her tliat is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this ; 'tis like the howlinff of Irish 
wolves against the moon. — ^I will help you, [to SiLvnrs,] if I can :— 
I would love you, [to Phebe J if I could. — ^To-morrow meet me all 
to£;ether. — ^I will marry you, [to Phebe,] if ever I marry woman, and 
riT be married to-morrow : — ^I will satisfv you, [to Orlando,] if ever I 
satisfied man, and you shall be married to morrow : — ^I wiU content 
you, [to SiLvius,] if what pleases you contents you, and you shall 
be married to-morrow. — As you [to Orlando! love Rosalind, meet ; 
—OS you [to ^a.vins] love Phebe, meet ; And as I love no woman, 
I'll meet---So, fare you well ; I have left you coomiands. 

Sa, m not faU, if I Uve. 

Phe. Nor I. 

Orl • Nor I. [ExeunL 

SCENE TV. ^Another Part of the Forest. 
ErUer Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlani^, Oliver, and Celia. 

Duke 8. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not ; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe. 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is urff*d :— - 
You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, [To the Dune . 

You will bestow her on Orlando here ? 

Duke S. That would I, had I kingdoms to give with her. 

Ros. And you say you will have her, when I bring her ? 

[To Orlando 

Orl. That, would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 

Ros. You say, you'll many me, if I be willing ? [To Phfbs. 

Phe. That mil I, should I die thQ hour after. 

Ros. But, if you do refuse to many me. 
You'll give yourself to this most faitl^ul shepherd ! 

Phe. So is the bargain. 

Ros. You say, that youll have Phebe, if she will ? 

[To SiLvroa 

SU. Though to have her and death were both one thmg. 

Ros. I have promis'd to make all this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daughter ; — 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : — 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me ; 
Of else, refusing me, to wed una shepherd : — 
K Jep your word, Silvius, that youll marry her, 
If ihe refuse me : — and from hence I go. 
To make these doubts all even. r v^xeunt Rosalind, and Cslu 
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Duke iSf. I do remember in this 8bei4ierd4)oy 
Some HveljT toaches of my daughter's favor. 

Orl, My lord, the first time uiat I ev^r saw him, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 
But, my good lord, this boy is forest-bom ; 
And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle. 
Whom be reports to be a great magician, 
Obscured in the circle of this forest 

Enter Touchstone, and Audrey. 

Jo^. There is, sure, another flood toward, and these couples are 
coming to tiie ark ! Here comes a pair of very strange beasts, which 
in all tongues are called fools. 

Touch, Salutation and greeting to you all ! 

Jaq, Grood my lord, bid him welcome ; This is the mfdey-minded 
gentleman, that I have so often met in the forest : he hath been a 
courtier he swears. 

Tovch. If any man doubt that, let him put me to my purgation. 
I have trod a measure ; I have flattered a lady ; I have been politie 
with my friend, smooth with mine enemy; I have undone three 
tailors ; I have had four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta'eu up ? 

Touch. 'Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was upon the 
seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause ? Good my lord, like this fellow. 

Duke S. I like him very well. 

Touch. Sir, I desire you of the like. I press in here, sir, amongst 
the rest of the country folks, to swear, and to forswear : according as 
marriage binds, and blood breaks : — ^A poor virgin, sir, an ill-£Biv<N^ 
thing, sir, but mine own ; a poor humor of mine, sir, to take that 
that no man else will : Rich honesty dwells like a miser, sir, in a 
poor-house ; as your pearl, in your foul oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and sententious. 

Tovch. According to the fool's bolt, sir. 

Jaq, But for the seventh cause ; how did you find the quarrel on 
the seventh cause ? 

Touch Upon a lie seven times removed ; — ^Bear your body more 
seeming, Audrey : — as thus, sir. I did dislike the cut of a certain 
courtier's beard ; he sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut 
well, he was in the mind it was : This is called the Retort courteous. 
If I sent him word again, it was not well cut, he would send me 
word, he cut it to please himself: This is called the Quip modest. 
If again, it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment : This is 
call'd the Reply churlish. If again, it was not wefl cut, he would 
answer, I spake not true : Tlus is called the Reproof valianL If 
^in, it was not well cut, he would say I lie : This is call'd the 
Countercheck quarrelsome : and so to the Lie circumstarUial, and the 
Lie direct. 
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Jaq, And how oft did yoa say, his beard was not well cut 7 

Touch, I durst go no further than the Lie circumstantial, nor he 
durst not give me the Lie direct ; and so we measured swords, and 
parted. 

Jaq, Can you nominate in order now the degrees of the lie ? 

Touch. O, sir, we quarrel in print, by the book : as you have 
books for good manners : I will name you the degrees. The first, 
the Retort courteous ; the second, the Quip modest ; the third, the 
Reply churlish ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fifth, the Coun- 
tercheck quarrelsome; the sixth, tlie lie with circumstance; the 
seventh, the lie direct. All these you may avoid, but the lie direct ; 
and you may avoid that too, with an If, I knew when seven justices 
could not take up a quarrel ; but when the parties were met them- 
selves, one of them thought but of an ^, as, ZjT you said so, then 1 
said so; And they shook hands, and swore Mothers. Your ff ib 
the only peace-maker ; much virtue in If, 

Jaq, Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he's as good at any thing, 
and yet a fool. 

Duke 8, He uses his folly like a staUdng-horBe, and under the 
presentation of that, he shoots his wit. 

Enter Rosaijni) in womarCs clothes ; and Celia. 

Ros, To you I give myself, for I am yours. [To Duke 8, 

To you I give myself, for I am yours. [To Orlando. 

Duke 8, If there bie truth in sight, you are my daughter. 

Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosalind. 

Phe. If sight and shape be true, 
Why then,-^^my love adieu ! 

Ros. ru have no father, if you be not he : — [ To Duke 8, 

I'll have no husband, if you be not he : — [ To Orlando. 

Nor ne'er wed woman, &" you be not she. [ To Phebb. 

Duke 8. O my dear niece, welcome art thou to oe ; 
Even daughter, welcome in no less decree. 

Phe, I will not eat mv word, now thou art mine ; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. [To SilviuIi 

Enter Jaques de Bois. 
Jaq, de B, Let me have audience for a word or twD 5 
I am the second son of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly : — 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of OTeat worth resorted to this forest, 
AddressM a mighty power ; which were on foot. 
In his own conduct, purposely to take 
His brother here, ana put him to the sword : 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came ; 
Where, meeting with an old religious man. 
After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprise, acd from the world : 
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His crown bequeathing to his banish'd brother^ 
And an their lands restored to them acahi 
That were with him exil'd : This to Se true, 
I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man ; 

Thou offer'st feiriy to thy brothers' wading; 
To one, his lands withheld : and to the other, 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well begun, and well begot : 
And after, every of this iiappy number. 
That have endord shrewd days and nights with us, 
Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 
Accordmg to the measure of their states. 
Meantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity. 
And fidl into our rustic revelry : — 
Play, music — and you brides and bridegrooms all. 
With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall. 

Jaa, Sir, by your patience ; if I heard you ri^tly, 
The auke hatn put on a religious life. 
And thrown into neglect the pompous court ? 

Jaq, de B, He hidh. 

Jaq, To him will I : out of these convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and leam'd. — 
You to your former honor I bequeath ; [To Dm A. 

Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it :— 
You Uo Orlando] to a love, that your true faith doth merit :— 
You to Oliver! to your land, ana love, and great allies : — 
You [to SiLvius] to a long and well deserved bed : — 
And you [to Touchstone] to wrangling ; for thy loving voyage 
Is but for two months victual'd :— So to your pleasures ; 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 

Dvke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 

Jaq, To see no pastime, I : what you would have 
111 stay to know at your abandon'd cave. [EaoiL 

Dvke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these rites. 
And we do trust they'll end, in true delights. [A dance. 
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Dtms. OF VENrcE. 

BHAiiAimo,a SenaPtr. 

Two other Senators. 

GKA-iiA-iiO, brother to Bmbantio. 

LoDOTicOj kinsman to Brabautio. 

OthellOj the M(Htr : 

Cassio, Aw lieutsnant,- 

IajSO, his ancient, 

RoDsaiGOj a Venetian Gentleman, 

MojTTJjfo, OthtU&s pTedei:4Sitor in the government o/Cypn 

Chwn, ierjiant to OtheUo. Herald, 

DESi>EMO!rA, daughter to Brabantio, and wife la Othfilio. 
Emilia, vsife to lago. 



Officers, Oenilemen, Messengers, MusidanM, SaiUrs, Attendants, if*c, 
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8CENE,— /or the First Act, in Venics ; during the tcH of the plajf, of 
a Sea^Fort in CTTEtJS. 
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Othello, a BoUe Moor, ia the lemoe of the BtatM of Veaioe, has mum cbe dIMoM 
of DflKlemoBa, the daughter of Brabantio. The lady leaves her father*! booia, olaadea- 
tiady, and it married to the Moor: lago, a wemiiif friend of Othello, bat in reality hii 
** direct foe,"— aoqnainti Brabantio of Desdemona*! iVght, and aeti the enraged fkther is 
pnrrait (tf hit dangbter and her hotband : botben joint the Moor, to avcnd nunicion of 
hit doable dealing. 

ACT I. 
SCENE II.— A Street in Venice. 
Enter Othello, Iago, €md Attendants, 
o. Thpngfa in the trade of war I have slain meii» 



Yet do I hold it very stuff o' the conscience, 
To do no contriv'd mnrder ; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the libfl* 

Oih, Tis better as It is. 

logo. Nay, but he prateo. 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
A ffainst your honor, 
Tmt, with the little godliness I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir. 
Are you &st married ? for, be sure of this,-* 
That the magnifico is much beloved ; 
And hath, in ms effect, a voice potential. 
As double as the duke's ; he \nll divorce yon ; 
Or put upon vou what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all his might to enforce it on,) 
Will give him cable. 

Oth. Let him do h|s spite : 

My services, which I have done the signiory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honor, 
I shall promulgate,) I fetch mv life and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
May speak, unbonnettra, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd : For know, la^. 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unlK>used free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look ! what lights C(»ne yonder f 

Enter Cassio, at a distance, and certain Officers, with torehei 
logo. These are the raised &ther, and his friends : 

You were best go in. 

0(h, Not 1 : 1 must be found ; 

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul. 

Shall manifest me riffhtly. Is it Aey ? 
logo. By Janus, f think no. 
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(kh. The servants of the duke and my fientenant 
rhe goodness of the night npon you, friends ! 
What is the news ? 

Cos. The duke does greet you, general ; 

And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance, 
Even on the instant. 

Oth. What is the matter, think you t 

Cos, Something from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 
It is a business of some heat : the gallies 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night, at one another's heels ; 
And many of the consuls, rais'd, and met, 
Are at the duke's already : You have been hofly call'd for ; 
When, being not at your locking to be found, 
The senate bath sent about three several quests, 
To search you out. 

CMl lis well I am found by you. 

I wiU but spend a word here in the house. 
And go with you. [ExiL 

Cos, Ancient, what makes he here ? 

logo. He's married. 

Ckis, To whom? 

Re-enter OraELLa 

loffo. Marry, to — Come, captain, will you go ? 

Om, Have with you. 

Cm. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

Enter Brabantio, Bodebigo, and Officers cfnigU^ with iorohes and 
weapoTis, 

logo. It is Brabantio : — general, be advis'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. 

Oth, Hola ! stand there ! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief! 

[They draw on both sides, 

logo. You, Roderigoj come, sir, I am for you. 

C^. Keep up your bright swords, for the aew will rust them. — 
Good signior, you shall more command with years. 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow'd my dau^ter 9 
Thou hast enchanted her : • 
For ni refer me to all things of sense, 
If she in chains of magic were not bound. 
Whether a maid — so tender, fair, and haM>y , 
So opposite to marriage, that she shunn'a 
The w^thy curled wlings of our nation. 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the sooty boscm 
Of such a thin|r as thou : 
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rhou hast practU'd on her with foul charms. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and ont of warrant :-* 
Lay hold upon him : if he do resist, 
Sabdue him at his peril. 

Oth. Hold yonr hands, 

Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I would have known it _ 
Without a prompter. — ^Where will you that I go "^ 
To answer this your charge ? 

Bra, Toi^ison: tiUfittiai. 

Of law, and course of direct session. 
Call thee to answer. 

Oih. What if I do obey? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied ; 
Whose messengers are here about my side, 
Upon some present business of the state. 
To bring me to him. 

Of, Tis true, most worthy signior 

The duke's in council ; and your noble self, 
- 1 am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How, the duke m council ! 

In this time of the night ! — ^Bring him away : 
Mine's not an idle cause : the duke himself. 
Or any of my brothers of the state 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own: 
For if such actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be. [ExeytA 

SCENE in.— T^ Same. A Counca Chamber. 

The Duke, and Senators, sitting at a table ; Officers attending, 

Duke. There is no composition in these news. 
That gives them credit 

' 1st Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion'd ; 

My letters say, a hundred and seven gallies. 

Duke. Ana mine a hundred and forty. 

2nd Sen. And mine, two hundred 

But though they jump not on a just account, 
(As in these cases, wnere the aim reports, 
'Tis oft with difierence,) jet do they al]«confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and be«nng up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and vicious. 
Steering with due course toward the isle of lUiodes, 
[lave there mjointed them with an after fleet. 

1st Sen. Ay, so I thought : — ^How many, as you guest f 
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Mess, Of thirty sail : and now do they re-etem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes towards Cypms.— Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 
With his firee duty recommends you thus, 
And praysyou to believe him. 
Duke. 'Tis certain then for Cyprus.— 
l5^ Sen, Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 

Enter Brabartio, Othello, Iago, Rodebigo, and Offic^. 

Dvke, Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

I md not see you ; welcome, gentle signior, [To Brabahtio. 

We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra, So did I yours : Good your grace, ^utlon me ; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business. 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
la of so flood-gate and o'erbearing nature. 
That it englnts and swallows other sorrows. 
And it is ^ill itself. 

Duke, Why, what's the matter ''■ 

Bra, My daughter ! O, my daughter ! 

Sen, Dead*: 

Bra, Aye-, to me : 

She is abus'd, stol'n from me, and corrupted ^ 
By spells and medicines 4)ought of mountebanks : 
For nature so preposterously to err. 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense. 
Sans witchcraft could not 

Duke, Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your ^ughter of herself. 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter. 
After your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra, Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems. 
Your special mandate, for the state aflairs. 
Hath hither brought. 

Duke if' Sen, We are very sorry for it. 

Duke, What, in your own part, can you say to this ? 

[To OmsLLo. 

Bra, Nothing, but this is so. 

Oth, Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors. 
My very noble and approv'd good masters, — 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 
The very head and £r6nt of my offending 
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Hatn this extent, no ixM>re. Rode am I in my speech. 

And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 

For since these arms of mine had seven years' mth. 

Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us d 

Their dearest action in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can I speak. 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause, 

In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious patiencei 

I wil]^ roimd unvamish'd tale deliver 

Of my whole course of love : what drugs, what charnif 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

?ror such proceeding I am charg'd withal,) 
won his daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush'd at herself; And she, — m spite of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing,— 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ? 
It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect, 
That will confess — ^perfection so could err 
A^nst all rules of nature. 
I Uierefore vouch again. 

That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with some draqi conjurd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof; Othello, speak ;*- 
Did you by indirect and forc'd courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections ; 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul i^ordeth? 

Oth. I do beseeph you. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittaiy, 
And let her speak of me before ner father : 
If you do find me foul in her report. 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even ful upon my life. 

Dvke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them : yew best know the place.— 

[Exeunt Iago, and Attendants 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 
So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady*s love, 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oth. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me ; 
Still questioned me the story of my life. 
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From year tx> year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 

That I hare pass'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it 

Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances, 

Of moving accidents, by flood and field ; 

Of hair-breadth scapes i' the imminent deadly breach ; 

Of being taken by the insolent foe, 

And sold to slavery ; of mv redemption thence, 

And portance in my travel s history : 

Wherein of antres vast, and deserts wild. 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch heaven, 

It was my hint to speak, such was the process ; 

And of the Cannibds that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 

Do grrw beneath their shoulders. These things lo hear, 

Would Desdemona seriously incline : 

But still the house affairs would draw her thence ; 

Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my discourse : Which I observing. 

Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels she had something heard. 

But not intentively : I did consent ; 

And often did beffuile her of her tears. 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke. 

That my youth suffered. My story being done, , 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 

She swore, — ^In faiui, 'twas strange, 'twas passing b«fango 

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful : 

She wish'd, she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 

That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd me ; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story. 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake : 

She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd ; 

And I lov'd her, that she did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have us'd ; 

Here comes the lady, let her witness it 

Enter DEaf)EMONA, Iago, and Attendants. 

Dvke, I think, this tale would win my daughter toa 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 
Men do their broken weapons rather use. 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak : 

If she confess, ^)3at she was half tho wooer, 
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Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress ; 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where most you owe obedience ? 

Des. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you, I am bound for life, and education ; 
My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter : But here's my husband ; 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra, Heaven be with you ! — ^I have done : — 
Come hither, Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart, 
I would keep from thee. I have done, my lord. 
Proceed to the afBiirs of state. 

Duke, The Turk with a most mighty preparation makes for Cy^ 
prus : — Othello, the fortitude of the place is best known to you : yon 
must therefore be content to slubber the gloss of your new fortunes 
with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

0th, The tjrrant custom, most grave senators. 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war^ 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize ^ 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 

Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition ; 
With such accommodation, and besort. 
As levels with her breeding. 

IhAe, If you please, 

Be't at her father's. 

Bra, I'll not have it so. 

0th, Nor I. 

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts. 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend a prosperous ear ; 
And let me find a charter in your voice, 
. To assist my simpleness. 

J)vke. What would you, Desdemona ? 

Des. That I did love the Moor to Uve with him, 
My downright violence and scorn of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world : my heart's subdued 
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Even to the very quality of my lord : 
I saw Othello's visage in his mind ; 
And to his honors, and his valiant parts, 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate, 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
i shall a heavy interim support 
By his dear absence : Let me so with him. 

0th, Your voices, lords : — 'beseech you, et hei leiU 
Have a free way. 

Duke, Be it as yon shall privately determine. 
Either for her stay, or going : the anair cries — haste. 
And speed must answer it ; you must hence to-night. 

Des, To-night, my lord ? 

Duke, This night. 

Oth, With all my heait 

Duke. At nine i' the mormng here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave some officer behind, 
And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and respect, 
As doth import you. 

Oth, Please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man he is of honesty, and trust : 
To his conveyance I assign my wife. 
With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. — 

Good night to every one. — ^And, noble signior, [To fiBABAMTfO. 

If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 
Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

Bra. Look to her. Moor : have a quick eye to see ; 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 

[Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, cf«. 

Oth. My life upon her faith. — ^Honest lago. 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee ; 
I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in the best advantage. — 
Come, Desdemona, I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 
To spend with th^e: we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello, and DESDBMOBii 

ACT II. 

SCENE I.— A Sea-part Town in Cyprus. 

D^emoas, escorted by lago^teP proceeded to Cyprus, where she is anxiously await 
tef the arrival of Othello from his victorious expedition aj^ainst the Ottomites. Cmsio 
llw Moor*s lieutenant, has just landed at Cyprus. 

R* 
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Enter Cassio, and Moktaih). 

Cos. Thanks to the valiant of this waiiike isle 
rhat 80 approve the Moor ; O, let the heavens, 
iive him defence against tiie elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea ! 

MoTL Is he well shipp'd ? ^ 

Cos, His bark is stoutly timber'd, and his pilot 
H very expert and approv'd allowance ; 
rherefore mv hopes, not surfeited to death. 
Stand in bold cure. 

[WithirL] A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Cos, What noise ? 

CferU, The town is empty ; on the brow o' the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry— a sail. 

Cos, Mv hopes ao shape him for the jp^ovemor. 

Gent They do discharge their shot of courtesy. [Qunslieard* 
Our friends at least 

Cos. I pray vou, sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd. 

Gent I shall. [ExU, 

Man. But, sood lieutenant, is your general wiv'd ? 

Ccts, Most fbrtunately : he hath achiev'd a maid 
That paragons description, and wild flEune ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens. 
And in the essential vesture of creation. 
Does bear ill excellency. — ^How now ? who has put in ? 
Re-enter Gentleman. 

CtenL 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cos. He has made most favorable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds. 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors ensteep'd to clog the gwltless keel. 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

MovL . What is she? 

Cm, She that I spake of, our great captain's captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold la&fo ; 
O, behold. 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, Roderigo, arid Attendants. 
The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven. 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round ! «^ 

Des. I thank vou, valiant (/assia 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 
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Cos. He is not yet arriv'd ; nor know I anght 
Bat that he's well, and will be shortly here. 

Des, O, but I fear ; — ^How lost you company ? 

Cos. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our feflowship : But, hark ! a sail. 

See for th^ news. — [Exit Gentleman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome ; — ^Welcome, mistress : [ To Kmttja, 
Let it not gall your patience, good lago, 
That I e3rt;end my manners ; 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. [Kissing her. 

logo. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips, 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on mo, 
You'd have enough. 

Des, Alas, she has no speech. 

loffo. In faith, too much ; 
I find it stiU, when I have list to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, I ffrant. 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

EmU, You have little cause to say so. 

Des, O, fye upon thee, slanderer ! 

logo. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk. 

EmU, You shall not write my praise. 

logo. No, let me not 

Des. What would'st thou write of me, if thou should'sv pnise me f 
* laffo, O gentle lady, do not put me to't ; 
For I am nothing, if not criticsu. 

Des. Come on, assay : — ^There's one gone to the harbor 7 

logo. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. 
Come, how would'st thou praise me ? 

lago, I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize, 
It plucks out braios and all. 
She that was ever fair, and never proud. 
Had tongue at will , taai yet was never loud ; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay ; 
Fled from her wish, and yet said, — now I maijy 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being mgh, 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly : 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind. 
See suitors following, and not look behind. 
She was a wight, — n ever such wight were,-r 

Des, To do what ? 

logo. To nurse youn^ fools, and chronicle small beer. 

Des, O most lame ana impotent conclusion ! — ^Do not learn of him, 
Emilia, though he be thy husband. — How say you, Cassio ? is he not 
a most profane and liberal counsellor ? 



IM «HA¥«PKAIITAN RSADEE. 

Cos, He speaks home, madam ; yon may relish him more in the 
soldier, than m the scholar. 

Ic^o, [Aside.] He takes her by the smkn : Ay, well said, whis- 
per : with as little a web as this, will I ensnare as great a fly as 
basao. Ay, smile upon him, do ; I will gyve thee in thine own 
courtship. You say true ; 'tis so, indeed : if such tricks as these 
strip you out of your lieutenancy, it had been better you had not 
kissed your three fingers so oft, which now again you are most apt 
to play the sir in. Veiy good ; well kissed ! an excellent courtesy ! 
'tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your lips ? — ITrumpet,} 
The Moor, I know his trumpet 

Cos, '1^8 truly so. 

Des, Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Cku. Lo, where he comes ! 

£71^ Othello, and Attendants. 

Olh. O my fair warrior I 

Des, My dear Othello ! 

Oih, It gives me wonder great as my content. 
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms. 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death ! 
If it were now to die, 
*Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear, 
Mj soul hath her content*so absolute, 
Tnat not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des, The heavens forl»d, 

But that our loves and comforts should increase. 
Even as our days do grow ! 

Oth, Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 

I cannot speak enough of this content, 
It stops me here ; it is too much of jov : 

And this, and this, the greatest discords be, [Kissing her 

That e'er our hearts shall make. 

la^o, O, you are well tun'd now ! 

But 111 set down the pegs that make this music. 
As honest as I am. [Asides 

Oth, Gome's, let's to the castle. 

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are drown'di 
How do our old acquaintance of this isle ? 
Honey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amongst tibem. O my sweet, 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. — ^I pr'ythee, good lago, 
60 to the bav, and disembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the master to the cit&del ; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
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Does chdlenge much respect — Come, Desdemona, 
Once more well met at Cfypms. 

I^;o BOW omnmenoet bk plots against the Moor : his fiist movemoiit is to pot OtbeBl 

*• into a jealousy so itn>Bf » 

That jodgment cannot enre,'' 

and Cassio is the instrnment he selects for his poipose. Under the |rfeft of *' oaronsiBf ** tt 
(he health of the General and his fair wife, he leads Cassio intoa dmnken bmwl, while the 
Lieutenant is on gnard at the Castle. Othello enters to learn the cause of the &• 
tmbanoe. 

Othello, Iago, Cassio, Montano, and Attendants. 

Oth. What is the matter here ? 

Mon. I bleed still, I am hart to the death ; — he dies 

Oth. Hold, for your lives. 

logo. Hold, hold, lieutenant, — sir, Montano, — gentlemen, — 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 
Hold, hold I me general speaks to you ; hold, for shame ! 

Oth, Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth this ? 
Are we tum'd Turks ; and to ourselves do that. 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage. 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dreiulful beU, it frights the isle 
From her propriety. — What is 3ie matter, masters 7 — 
Honest Iago, that look'st dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I chs^ge thee. 

Iago. I do not know ; — ^friends all but now, even now : 
And then, but now, 
(As if some planet had unwitted men,) 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast. 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish^ds ; 
And 'would in action Glorious I had lost 
These legs, that brou^t me to a part of it ! 

Oth, How comes i^ Michael, you are thus forgot ? 

Cas. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot speak. 

Oth. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure ; What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And spend your nch opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it. 

Mon, Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 
Your officer, Iago, can inform you — 
While I spare speech, which something now offends me :- 
Of all that I do know : nor know I aught 
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By me that's said or done amiss this night; 
Unless self-charity be sometime a vice ; 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin, 
When violence assails us. 

Oth, Now, by heave.i, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgment coUied, 
Assays to Irad the way : If I cmce stir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Grive me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on : 
And he that is approv'd in this offence, 
Shall lose me. — ^What! in a town ol war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear, 
To manage private and domestic quarrel. 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 
Tis monstrous. — ^lago, who began it ? 

Mon. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office, 
Thou dost oeliver more or less than truth, 
Thou art no soldier. 

logo. Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth 
Than it should do ofifence to Michael Cassio ; 
Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the trudi 
Shall nothing wrong him. — ^Thus it is, generaL 
Montano and myseff being in speech. 
There comes a lellow, crying out for help ; 
And Cassio following him with determin d swofd^ 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats ms pause ; 
Myself the cr3ring fellow did pursue, 
Lest, by his clamor, (as it so fell out,) 
The town might fall in fiight : he, swift of foot, 
Outran mv purpose ; and 1 retum'd the rather 
For that f heard the clink and fall of swords. 
And Cassio high in oath ; which j till to-night, 
I ne'er might say before : When I came back, 
(For this was brief,) I found them close together. 
At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were, 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter can I not report : — 
But men are men : the best sometimes forget :*- 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him^ — 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best^— > 
Yet, surdy CSissio, I believe, receiv'd, 
From him that fled, some strange indignity, 
Which patience cou. d not pass. 

Oth, I know, lago, 

> Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 
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Making it Jgfat to Cassio : — Cassio, I love the^ , 

But never more be oflScer of mine. — [Exit. 

logo. What, are yon hurt, lieutenant ? 

Cos. Ay, past all surgery. 

logo. Many, heaven forbid ! 

Cos, Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O, I have .ost my repu* 
tation! I nave lost tne immortal part. — ^My reputation, lago, my 
reputation. 

logo. As I am an honest man, I thought you had receiired some 
bodily wound; there is more offence in tnat, than in reputation. 
Reputation is an idle and most false imposition ; of^ got without 
merit, and lost without deserving : you have lost no reputation at all, 
unless you repute yourself such a loser. What, man ! there are 
ways to recover the general again: sue to him again, and he is 
yours. 

Cos, I will rather sue to be despised, than to deceive so good a 
commander, with so slight, so drunken, and so indiscreet an ^cer. 
O thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hadst no name to be known 
by, let us call thee---devil ! 

logo. What was he that you foUow'd with your sword ? What 
had he done to you ? 

Cos, I kno^ not. 

logo. Is it possible ? 

Ccis. I remember a mass of things, but nothing distinctly ; a quar- 
rel, but nothing wherefore. — O, that men should put an enemy in 
their mouths to steal away their brains ! that we should, with joy, 
revel, pleasure, and applause, transform ourselves into beasts ! 

Jbgo, Why, but you are now well enough : How came you thus 
recovered ? 

Cits. It hath pleased the demon drunkenness, to give place to the 
demon wrath : one unperfectness shoves me another to make me 
frankly despise myself. 

la^o. I could heartily wish this had not befallen ; but, since it is 
as it IS, mend it for your own good. 

Cos, I will ask him for my place again ; he shall tell me, I am a 
drunkard ! Had I as many mouths as Hydra, such an answer would 
stop them all. To be now a sensible man, by and by a fool, and pre- 
sently a beast ! O strange ! — ^Every inordinate cup is unblessed, and 
the ingredient is a demon. 

logo. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be 
well used ; exclaim no more against it. And, good lieutenant, I 
think, you think I love you. 

Cos. I have well approved it, sir. — ^I drunk ! 

logo. You, or any man living, may be drunk at some time, man. 
Ill tell you what you shall do. Our general's wife is now the 
general ; — ^I may say so in this respect, for that he hath devoted and 
given up himseu to the contemplation, mark, and denotement of her 
parts and graces :— confess yourself freely to her ; importune her ; 
shell help to put you in your place again : she is of so free, so kind. 
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io apt, SO blessed a disposition, that she holds it a vice in her good 
168S, not to do more than she is requested. 

Cflw. You advise me weU, 

Ic^o, I protest, in the sincerity of love, and honest kindness. 

Oxs, I think it freely ; and, betimes in the morning, I will beseech 
.hx-? virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me : I am desperate of my 
fon^mes, if they check me here. 

logo. You are in the right Good night, lieutenant ; I must to 
the watch. 

Cos, Grood night, honest lago. [Exit Cassto 

ACT III. 

Iaoo having effected the disgrace of Cassio, argei him to apply to DodemoHa, ta 
•eek through her entreaties a reconciliation with Othello. Caasio believing that lagc 
" advises well," beseeches Desdemona to interfere in lis behalf with her husband : she 
promises him her aid. 

(ago artfully oses the kindness of Desdemona, as a means to excite the jeakrasy W 
OtbeUo. 

Eitter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Des, Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

Emil. Good madsun, do ; I know, it grieves my husband, 
As if the case were his. 

Des. O, that's an honest fellow. — ^Do not doubt, Cassio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cas, Bounteous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He's never any thing but yoiir true servant. 

Des. O, sir, I thank you : You do love my lord : 
You have known him long ; and be you weu assur'd* 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politic distance. 

C^««- * Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may either last so long, 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet. 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 
That, I being absent, and mj place supplied. 
My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that : before Emilia here, 
I mve thee warrant of thv place ; assure thee, 
If I do vow a friendship, 'FU perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 
V\\ intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio's suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio | 
For thy solicitor shall rather die, 
Than give thy cause away. 
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ErUer Othello and Iago, at a Ustanee. 

EmU, Madam, here comes 

My lord. 

Cos. Madam, 111 take my leave. 

Des. Why, stay, 

And hear me speak. 

Cos. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease, 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Des. Well, well» 

Do your discretion." \^Exit Camhx 

loffo. Ha ! I like not that. 

oS. What dost thou say ? 

la^o. Nothing, my lord : or if— I know not what 

o8i. Was not that Cassio, parted from my wife ? 

logo. Cassio, my lord ? No, sure, I cannot think It, 
That he would steal away so guilty-like. 
Seeing you coming. 

Oth, I do believe 'twas he. 

Des, How now, my lord ? 
1 have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

Otfu Who is't you mean ? 

Des, Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my lord 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you. 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
I pr'ythee, cafi him back. 

tith. Went he hence now f 

Des, Ay, sooth ; so humbled. 
That he hath left part of his grief with me ; 
I suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other time. 

Des. But shali't be shortly ? 

Oih. The sooner, sweet, for you 

Des. Shali't be to-night at supper ? 

Oth. No, notto-nighi. 

Des. To-morrow dinner then ? 

Oih. I shall not dine at home ; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday mom ; 
Or Tuesday noon, or night ; or WeAiesday mom ;— 
I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he's penitent 
When shall he come ? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul. 
What you could ask me, that I should deny, 
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Or stand so mammering on. What ! Michael CassiOb 
That came a wooing with you ; and many a time, 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much.— 

Oth. 1 will deny thee nothing : 
Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you ? no : Farewell, my lord. 

Oth. Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to thee strai^t 

Des, Emilia, come : — ^Be it as your fancies teach you ; 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [Exitf untk Emtmi. 

logo. My noble lord, 

OtL What dost thou say, lago ? 

logo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my lady, 
Know of your love ? 

Oth. lie did, from first to last : Why dost thou ask ? 

logo. But for a satis&ction of my thought ; 
No further hann. 

Oth. Why of thy thought, lago 7 

logo. I did not think, he had t)een acquainted with her. 

Otlu O, yes ; and went between us very oft. 

logo. Indeed? 

Om. Indeed ! ay, indeed :— J)iscem'st thou aught in that t 
!3 he not honest ? 

logo. Honest, my lord ? 

Oth. . Ay, honest 

IcLgo. My lord, for au^t I know. 

Odi. What dost thou think? 

logo. Think, my lord 7 

Oth. Think, my lord I 

By heaven, he echoes me. 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — ^Thou dost mean something : 
I heard thee say but now, — ^Thou lik'dst not that. 
When Cassio left my wife ; What did'st not like ? 
And, when I told thee, — ^he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cry'dst, Indeed f 
And did'st contract and purse thy brow together. 
As if thou then had'st shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : If thou dost love me. 
Show me thy thought. 

logo. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. I think thou dost ; 

And, — ^for I know thou art full of love and honesty, 
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them breath. 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more : 
For such things in a false disloyal knave. 
Are tricks of custom * ^ut, in a man that's just, 
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They are close denotements, working from the hi)art, 
That passion cannot rule. 

Ic^o. For Michael Cassio, — 

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 

Oth. I think so too. 

laso. Men should be what they seem ; 

Or, £o6e that be not, 'would they might seem none ! 

Oih, Certain, men should be what they seem. 

logo. Why then, 

I thi&, that Cassio is an honest man. 

Oth, Nay, yet there's more in this : 
I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

logo. Good my lord, pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts ? Why, say, they are vile and felse, 
As Where's that palace, whereunto foul tMngs 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure.. 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets, and law-days, and in session sit 
Wim meditations lawful ? 

Oik, Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago. 
If thou but thmk'st him wrong'd, and mak'st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

Jflgro. I do beseech you, — 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess. 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses ; and, oft my j^ousy 
Shapes faults that are not, — ^I entreat you then, 
From one that so imperfectly conjects, 
You'd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance : — 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Npr for my manhood, honesty, or wiSom, 
To let^ou know my thoughts. 

0(k, What dost thou mean 7 

logo. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my purse, steals trash ; 'tis something, nothing : 
•Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands ; 
But he that filches &om me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enri(Jies him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Oth, Bv heaven, TU know thy thought 

logo. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand : 
Nor shall not, while 'tis in my custod? 

(Wi. Ha' 
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logo O, beware, my lord, of jealousy 
It is the green-cor'd monster, which dom mock 
The meat it feeds on. 

0th, O misery! 

Ic^o. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enongb ; 
Bui riches, fineless, is as poor as winter. 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor : — 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

Oik, Why ! why is this ? 

Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy. 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions ? No : to be once in doubt, 
Is— once to be resolv'd : 
Tis not to make me jealous. 
To say — my wife is fair, ieeda well, loves compaiqrt 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances weU: 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
^or she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 
I'll see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this^ — 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

laeo. I am glad of this ; for now I shall have reasoo 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me : — ^I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio : 
Wear your eye — ^thus, not jealous, nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature. 
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't : 
She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And, when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them most. 

Oth, And so she did. 

logo. Why, go to, then 5 

She that so young, could give out such a seeming. 
To seal her father's eyes up, close as oak. 
He thought, 'twas witchcraft : — ^But I am much to blame ; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon. 
For too much loving you. 

Oth, I am bound to theo for ever. 

Ic^o, I see, tbis hath a little dash'd your spirits. 

Oth, Not a jot, not a jot. 

logo. Trust me, I fear it has. 

1 hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my love : — ^But, I do see you are movM : — 
I am to pray you, not to strain my speech 
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To grosser issaes, nor to larger reach, 
T\mi to suspicion. 

Oih. I will not. 

logo. Should you do so, my lord, 

My speech should &11 into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at Cassio's my worthy friend :-^ 
My lord, I see you are mov'd. 

Oth, No, not much mov'd :— 

1 do not think hut Desdemona's honest. 

logo. Long live she so ! and long live you to think so ! 

03i, And yet, how nature erring from itself, — 

logo. Ay, there's the point : — ^As, — ^to he bold with you^ — 
Not to affect many proposed matches. 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree ; 
Whereto, we see, iit»all things nature tends : 
Fob. ! one may smell, in such, a will mpst rank. 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. — 
But, pardon me ; I do not in position. 
Distinctly speak of her : though I may fear. 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 
May fall to match you with her country forms, 
And (happily) repent 

Oih, Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago. 

logo. My lord, I take my leave. " [Ooing, 

Oth. Why did I marry ? — ^This honest creature, doubtless, 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

logo. My lord, I would, I mi^ht entreat your honor 
To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 
And though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 

?''or, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
et, if you please to hold him off awhile, 
Vou shall by that perceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 
With aaj strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the meantime* 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 
(As worthy cause I have, to fear — ^I am J 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honor. 

Oth. Fear not my government 

logo. I once more take my leave. [E»iL 

Oui. This fellow's of exceeding honesty. 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings : If I do prove her haggard, 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, 
Fd wmstle her off, and let her down the wind. 
To Drey at fortune. Haply, for I am black ; 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
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That chamberers have : Or, for I am declined 
Into the vale of years 'r— yet that's not much ; — 
She's gone ; I am abos'd ; and my relief 
Must be-^to loath her. Desdemona comes. 

Enter Desdehoha, and Emilia. 

If she be ^se, O, then heaven mocks itself! — 
m not believe it 

Des. How now, my dear Othello 7 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

0th. I am to blame. 

Des. Why is your speech so faint ? are you not well ? 

Oth. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Des. Faith, that's with watching ; 'twill away again : 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be weU. 

Oth. Your napkin is too litde ; 

[He puts the handkerchirffrom him^ and it dropt 
Let it alone. Come, 111 go in with you. 

Des» 1 am very sorry that you are not well. 

[Exeunt Oth. and Des 

EmU. I am glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her fost remembrance from the Moor : 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it : but she so loves the token, 
(For he conjur'd her, she would ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 
To kiss, and talk to. Ill have the work ta'en out, 
And give it lago ; 

What hell do with it, heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iago. 

logo. How now ! what do you here alone ? 

EmU. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for yon. 

logo. A thing for me ? — it is a common thing. 

EmU. Ha! 

logo. To have a foolish wife. 

EmU. O, is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

logo. What handkerchief? 

EmU. What handkerchief ? 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
Tk, which so often you md bid me steal. 

logo. Hast stolen it from her ? 

EmU. No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence;' 
^nd, to the advantage, I, being here, took 't up. 
Look, here it is. 
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Jbgo. Give it me. 

EmiL What will you do with it, that you have been so earnent 
r« have me filch it? 

logo. Why, what's that to you ? [Snatching iL 

EmU. If it be not for some purpose of imnort, 
Give it me again : Poor lady ! she'll run mao, 
When she shall lack it. 

laeo. Be not you known oft ; I have use for it 
Go, ^ve me. [Exit Emilu. 

I will in Cassio's lodmng lose this napkm, 
And let him find it : Times, light as air, 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ. 

Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow'dst yesterday. 

Oih. Halhal&lsetome? 

Tome? 

^o. Why, how now, general ? no more of that? 

Avaunt ! begone ! thou hast set me on the rack. 
^0. I am sorry to hear this. 
h, O now, for ever, , 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, ' 

That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell the nei^iing steed, and the shrill trump. 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife. 
The royal banner, and dl quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance, of glorious war ! 
And O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamors counterfeit, 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone ! 

logo. Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchiei^ 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand ? 

Oth, Igave her such a one ; twas my first mft. 

logo, Iknow not that : but such a handkerdiief, 
(I am sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

Oth, If it be that,— 

logo. If it be that, or any that was hers, 
It speaks against her, with the other proofs. 

Oth. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives : 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 
Now do I see 'tis true. — ^Look here, lago ; 
All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven : 
•Tis gone. — 
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Arise, black vengeance, from thy hdlow cell ! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne, 
To ^rnimoas hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraught, 
For tis of aspicks' tongues ! 

logo. Pray, be content 

CSi. O, blood, laffo, blood ! 

logo. Patience, I say; your mind, peniaps, may change* 

0%. Never, lago. like to die Pontic sea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick and the Hellespont ; 
Even so my Uoody thouffhts, with violent pace. 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love. 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. — ^Now, by yond^ marble heaven, [KneeU 

In the due reverence of a sacred vow 
I here engage my words. -^ 

Id^o. Do not rise yet. — [KneeU* 

Witness, jou ever-bummg lights above ! 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
' Witness, that here lago doth sive up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 
To wrong'd Othello's service ! let him command. 
And to obev shall be in me remorse. 
What bloody work soever. 

0th. I greet thy love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the instant put thee to't : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say. 
That Cassio's not alive. 

logo. My friend is dead ; 'tis done, at your request : 
But tet her live. \ExeuML 

SCENE IV.— TAc same. 
Enter Desdemou a, and Emilia. 

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia ? 

Emil, I know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me : — ^And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

IlrnU. Is he not jealous ? 

Des. Who, he ? I think, the sun, where he was bom. 
Drew all such humors from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comes. 

Des, I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be call'd to him. — ^How is't with you, my lord ? 
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Enter Otjcello. 

Oik. Wel],myeood]ady*^An(fe.]-^,hardiieMtodi0ieinb^ 
How do you, Desdemona ? 

Des, Well, my good lord 

Oth, Give me your hand : Tis a good hand, 
Afiankone. 

Des, You may, indeed, say 80 ; * 

For twas that liand that^ve away my heart 

OHi. A libera] hand: The hearts, of old, gave hands : 
But our new henldiy is— hands, not hearts. 

Des. I cannot sp^ of this. Come now your promise. 

Oth. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you. 

Oth. I have a salt and sullen rheum onfends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my lord. 

Oth. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about new 

Oth. Not? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

Oth. That is a fault 

That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother ffive ; 
She was a charmer, and could aunost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she kept it* 
Twould make her amiable, and subdue my fiUher 
Entirelv to her love ; but if she lost it. 
Or made a pft of it, my faUier's eye 
Should hola her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 
After new fimcies : She, dying, cave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft, 
Make it a dariing like your precious eye ; 
To lose or give't awav, were such perdition, 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is it possible ? 

Oih. ^TiB true ; There's magic in the web of it 
A sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses. 
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work : 
The worms were luOlow'd that did breed the sill^ , 
And it was dy'd in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens' hearts. 

Des. Indeed! is'ttruet 

Oth. Most veritable ; therefore look to't well. 

Des. Then would to heaven, that I had never seen fl^ 

Othi UblI wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly ai)d rash 7 

9 
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Oih. Is't loBt ? is't gone 7 speak, is it out of the way ? 

Des. Heaven Uess us ! 

Olh. Say you ? 

Des. It is not lost ; But what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha! 

Des. I say, it is not lost 

Oth. Fetch't, let me see it 

Des. Why, so I car, sir, hut I will not now; 
This is a trick, to put me from my suit ; 
I pray, let Cassb be receiy'd again. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkerchief: my mind misgiTea. 

Des. Come, come; 
Youll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oth. The handkerchief, 

Des. Ipray,tBlkmeofCa8rio. 

Oth. The handkerchief, 

Des. A man that, all his time, 

Hath founded his good fortune on your love, 
Shar'd dangers wiUi yon ; 

Oth. The handkerchief, 

Des. In sooth, 
You are to Idame. 

Oth. Away! [ExUOrmajjn 

EmU. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne'er saw this before. 
Sure, there's some wonder in tiiis handkerchief: 
1 am most unnappy in the loss of it 

EmU. 'Tis iKyt a year or two shows us a man : 
Look you ! Cassio and my husband. 

Enter Iago, and Cissia 

logo. Thdre is no other way ; 'tis she must do*t^ 
And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio ? what's the news with you t * 

C(is. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you, 
That, by vour virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, imd be a member of his love. 

Des. Alas ! thrice-gentJb Cassk^ 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my loid ; nor should I know him. 
Were he in favor, as in humor, alter'd. 
So help me, every sj[urit sanctified, 
As I have spoken for vou all my best. 
And stood within the blank of ms displeasure. 
For my free speech ! You must a while be patient : 
What I can do, I will ; and more I will. 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

logo. Is my lord angry 7 
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EmU, He went hence but now, 

Andy certainly, in strange nnqnietness. 

logo. Can he be angiy ? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet him ; 
There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I pr'ythee do so.--Something, sure, of state,-^ [Exit Iaoo 
Either from Venice ; or some unhatch'd practice, 
Made demonstrable here in Cypms to him, — 
Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, in snch cases, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object 
Nay, we must think, men are not gods ; 
Nor of them look for such observances 
As fit the bridal. 

EmQ. Pray heaven, it be state matters, as yon think, 
And no coaception, nor no jealous toy, 
Concerning you. 

Des. Aks, the day I I never gave him cause. 

EmU. But jealous souls wUl not be answer'd so ; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause, 
But jealous for they are jealous. 

Des, I will go seek 6thello.--Cas8io, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit, 
And seek to affect it to my uttermost. 

Cos, I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Ex^nt Desdemona, and EmuA. 

Tlw catastrophe of thb nobk douMttie tragedy, is finethadowed in our tztraeti. 
OtheUo, otmvinoed of hi* wife's dishonor, is iBstisai*d by rage and Jealousy to take her 
Jfis. Bnt the innocence of Desdemona is proved bv th» confesdon of Emilia, and the 
iinnvery of lago's treadieiy. Othello, overwhelmed with jspp^ and lemooe destroya 
If, ani lago is ddiveiedn prisoner into the hands »f tosti c» 
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Th* TsMTBiT fa MppoMd to ba tbe lait piodiietioB of ShaktpMm*! aigiity gmlmi 
Kit fa g«Mnnyadaumledfed to bo dMinoM original tad perfeot of lOiworiv. btfafa 
Play thaPoat has litaiaDy ** givan to aiiy MtUagi a local habitatioB aadaaaMa," ob- 
iowiBf tham wfth qnalitiea Ud fanfahiagtham witiia fitMM«r laagoafe, whkh iovwti 
thaw ereatoiaa of hfa faiagiaiap with all tha ohann tmd wiblaaea of laalitj. 

Tba itory fa liDBpla ia its ooutraotioB, yat it fa daaply latamtiBg. Onf sa ketl o B i pt» 
iattt tha main iaoideBts of tha plot ia c 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

ALomw, Swg of Naples. 
Sebastian, his brother, 
FmosFEBO, the rightful Duke of Milan. 
Antonio, hio brother, tbe usurping Duke of BCilan. 
Ferdinand, eon to the King of Naples. 
GoNZALO, an honest old counsellor of Naples. 
Adeian, Francisco, lords. 
Caliban, a savage and deformed slave. 
Trinculo, a jester. 

Stefhano, a drunken butler. ^ 

Master of a ship, Boatswain, and Mariners. 
Miranda, daughter to Frospeto. 
Ariel, an airy spirit. 

Iris, Ceres, Juno, Nymphs, Reapers, spirits. 
Other spirits attending on Frospero. 

ACT I. 

SCENE. — The Sea, with a Sh^; afterwards an umnhalbned Island, 

P rt wp aro, tha lightfal Daka of Milan, has been dethroned by hfa Inother Antonio, 
«ad banished from hfa dominions. Proipero seelcs refuge in a desert island, with hfa 
iaagfatar Miranda, and by magio arts, surrounds himself with " potent spirits/' which 
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■TOobedJenttohitwia. Haring kuiMd by hk " magio *' that hb broChar Antraio bM 
■■biflrod in a veMd for Kafto, is eompany with Alooso» Kinfof Mapln, tba Idaf *• 
■OB, Feidmand, tofodMrwith oertaiorloids of Milan aad Kapkt, mapero oommaadi hii 
trusty tpizit Arid, to wreck the venel near the kland, bat to mto the livei of the nobi* 
pawengew and crew, and bfingthem aafely to shore. Pfospeio and bis davgfatar Miranda 
witness the destmction of the vessel, 

SCENE lI,^The Island: before the Cell of Pbosfebo. 
Enter Pbosfebo, and MnuLiiDA. 

Mira, If by your art, my dearest father, you havo 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them : 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkm's (meek, 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffer'd 
Witii those that I saw suffer ! a brave vessel. 
Who had no doubt some noble creatures in her, 
Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they perish'd. 
jSd I been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk the sea withm the earth, or e'er 
It should the good ship so have swallowed, and 
The freighting souk within her. 

Pro. Be collected ; 

No more amazement : tell your piteous heart, 
There's no hann done. 

Mira. O, woe the day ! 

Pro. No harm. 

I have done nothing but in care of thee, 
(Of thee, my dear one ! thee, my daughter !) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am ; nor that I am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell. 
And thy no greater fiither. 

Mira. More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pro. Tis time 

I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand. 
And pluck my ma^cgarment from me.— So ; [Lays doum hts nunUU 
lie there my art — ^Wipe thou thine ^es ; have comfort. 
The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 
I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order'd, that there is no soul — 
No, not 80 much perdition as a hair. 
Betid to any creature in the vessel 

Which thou heard'st cry, which thou saw'st sink.— Sit down ; 
For thou must now know further. 

Mira. You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopp'd 
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And left me to a bootless inqniiition ; 
ConcladiDg, Stay^ not yet, — 

Pro. The hour's now come; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine em ; 
Obey, and be attentive. Can'st thou remember 
A time before we came nnto this cell 7 
I do not think thou can'st ; for then thou wast not 
Out three years old. 

Mira. Certahily, or, I can. 

Pro. Bj what ? by any other house, or person ? 
Of any thmg the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mra. 'Tib far off: 

And rather like a dream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Four or five wanien once, that tended me ? 

Pro. Thou had'st, and m<ne, Miranda : But how is it, 
That this lives in thy mind ? What seest thou else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time ? 
If thou lemember'st ausht, ere thou cam'st here, 
How thou cam'st here, uiou may'st 

Mira. But that I do not 

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve years sinoa^ 
Thy fiither was the duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father ? 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said--thou wast my daughter ; and thy fiither 
Was duke of Milan ; and his only heir 
A princess, no worse issued. 

Mira. O, the heavens ! 

What foul play had we, that we came from thence ; 
Or blessed was't, we did ? 

Pro. Both, both, my girl ; 

By foul play, as thou sa/st, were we heav'd thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mira. O, my heart bleeds 

To think o' the teen* that I have tumM you to. 
Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, further* 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd Antonio,— 
I pray thee, mark me, — that a brother should 
Be so perfidious !— he whom, next thyself, 
Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The manage of my state ; as, at tibat time. 
Through tOl the signories it was the first. 
And Aospero the prime duke ; being so reputed 
In dignity, and, for the liberal arts, 
Without a parallel : those bemg all my study. 
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The government I <ast upon my brother, 
And to my state grew stranger, being transported, 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle-^ 
Dost thou attend me ? 

Mira. Sir, most heedfully. 

Pro, Being once perfected how to grant suits, 
How to deny them ; whom to advance, and whom 
To trash* for over-topping ; new created 
The creatures that were mine ; I say, or chang'd them 
Or else new form'd them ; having both the key 
Of officer and office, set aJl hearts i' th' state 
To what tune pleas'd his ear ; that now he was 
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, 
And suck'd my verdure out on't — ^Thou attend'st not : 
I pray thee, mark me. 

Jmra, O good sir, J do. 

Pro. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which, but by being so retired. 
O'er-priz'd all popular rate, in my false brother 
Awak'd an evil nature : and my trust, 
Like a fi;ood parent, did beget of him 
A iklsehood, in its contrary as great 
As my trust was : which had, indeed, no limit, 
A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded, 
Not only with what my revenue yieMed, 
But what my power might else exact, — ^like one, 
Who having, unto truth, by telling of it, 
Bfade such a sinner of his memory. 
To credit his own lie, — he did believe 
He was indeed the duke ; out of the substitution, 
And executing the outward face of rovalty 
With all prerogative : — ^Hence his ambitior. 
Growing, — ^Dcet tiiou hear ? 

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafhoMb 

Pro. To have no screen between this part he play'd. 
And him he play'd it for, he needs will be 
Absolute Milan : Me, poor man ! — my library 
Was dukedom large enough ; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable : confederates 
(So dry he was for sway) with the king of Naples, 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage ; 
Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The dukedom, yet unbow'd, (alas, poor Milan !) 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mira. O the heavens ! 

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event ; then tell me 
f f this raiglit be a brother. 

• Cut away. 
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Mira, I should sin 

To think but nohly of my grandmother. 

Pro. Now the cond'tlm 

This Idng of Naples, beine an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit ; 
Which was, that he in lieu o' the premises, — 
Of homage, and I know not how much tribute. 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of me dukedom ; and ccmfer fair Milan, 
With all the honors, on my brother : Whereon, 
A treacherous army leviea, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan ; and, i' the dead of darkness, 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying self. 

Mira. Alack, for pity ! 

I, not rememb'ring how I cry'd out then. 
Will cry it o'er again : it is a hint. 
That wrings mine eyes to't 

Pro. Hear a little farther, 

And then 111 bring thee to the present business 
Which now's upon us ; without the which, this story 
Were most impertinent. 

Mira. Wherefore did they not 

That hour destroy us ? 

Pro. Well demanded, girl; 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not 
(ao dear the love my people bore me,) nor set 
A mark so bloody on the Dusiness ; but 
With colors &irer painted their foid ends. 
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 
Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepar'd 
A rotten carcase of a boat, not rigg'd, 
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it : there they hoist us, 
To cry to the sea that roar'd to us ; to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again, 
Did us but loving wrong. 

Mira. Alack! what trouble 

Was I then to you ! 

Pro. O I a cherubim 

Thou wasi thou didst preserve me ! Thou didst smfle^ 
Infused wi Ji a fortitude fh>m heaven, — 
When I have deck'd the sea wiQn drops full salt ; 
Under my burden groan'd ; which rais'd in me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up ' 
\gainst what should ensue. 

Mira. How came we ashore ? 

Pro. By Providenco divire. 
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Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 

Out of his charity, (who being then appointed 

Master of this design,) did give us ; with ' 

Rich garments, linens, stuflS, and necessaries. 

Which since have steaded much ; so, of his gentleness, 

Knowing I lov'd my books, he furnish'd me. 

From my own librarv, with volmnes that 

I prize sJbove my dukedom. 

Mra. 'Would I might 

But ever see that man ! 

Pro, Now I arise : — 

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 
Here in this island we arrived ; and here 
Have 1, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 
Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful. 

Mira, Heavens thank you for'tf And now, I pray you, sir, 
(For still 'tis beating in my mind,) your reason 
For raising this sea-storm f 

Pro, Know thus fiur forth. — 

By accident most strange, bountiful fortune, 
ffow, my dear lady, ham mine enemies 
Brought to this shore : and by my prescience 
I fina my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star ; whose influence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. — ^Here cease more questions ; 
Thou art inclin'd to sleep ; 'tis a good dulness. 
And give it way ; — ^I know thou can'st not choose. 

[Miranda sZesps 
Come away, servant, come : I am ready now ; 
Approach, my Ariel ; come. 

Enter ARiEi 

Ari, All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure ; te't to fly. 
To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curl'd clouds ; to thy strong bidding, task 
Ariel and all his quality. 

Pro, Hast thou, spirit, 

Perform'd to point the tempest that I bade thee ? 

Ari. To every article. 
I boarded the king's ship ; now on the beak. 
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin, 
1 flam'd amazement : Sometimes, I'd divide. 
And bum in many places ; on the top-mast. 
The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly. 
Then meet, and join : Jove's lightnings, the precursors 
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O' the dreadful thunder-daps, more momeDtary 
And 8igh1>out-rcnmng were not : The fire» and cracka 
Of snlphnrous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 
Seem'a to besiege, aiM make his bom waves tremble, 
Yea, his dread ^ent shake. 

Pro, My brave spirit ! 

Who w&s so firm, so constant, that this cou* 
Would not infect his reason ? 

Art, Not a soul 

But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 
Some tricks of desperation : All, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel. 
Then all a-fire with me. The king's son, Ferdinand. 
With hair up-starinff, (then like r^s, not bair^ 
Was the first man that leap'd. 

Pro. Why, that's my spirit! 

But was not this nigh shore ? 

Art. Close by, my master. 

Pro, But are they, Ariel, safe ? 

Art. Not a hair perish'd » 

On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 
But fresher than temre : and, as thou bad'st me, 
In troops I have dispers'd them Iwut the isle : 
The kind's son have I landed by himself; 
Whoqi f left cooling of the air with sighs. 
In anfodd ande of the isle, and sitting, 
Elis arms in Uiis sad Imot. 

Pro, Of the king's ship, 

The mariners, say, how thou hast dispos'd. 
And all the rest o' the fleet ? 

Ari' Safely in harbor 

[s the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou call^st me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the still-vex'a Bermoothes, there she's hid : 
The mariners all under hatches stow'd ; 
Whom, with a charm jom'd to their sufler'd labor, 
I have left asleep : and for the rest o' the fleet. 
Which I dispersM, thev all have met again ; 
And are upon the Mediterranean flote,f 
Bound sadly home for Naples ; 
Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd. 
And his great person perish. 

Pro, Ariel, thy charge 

Exactly is pcrform'd ; but there's more work : 
What is the time o' the day ? 

Ari, Past the mid season. 

Pro, At least two glasses : the time 'twixt six and now 
Must by us both be spent most preciously. 

* Bustle, tumult. t W^av*. 
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Art. Is there more toil 7 — Since thou dost cive me piriiMiy 
Let me remember thee what thou hast promisM, 
Whidi is not yet perform'd me. 

Pro, How now 9 moody t 

What ist thon can'st demand ? 

Art. My liberty. 

Pro, Before the time be out ? no more. 

Art. I pray tibee 

Remember, I have done thee worthy service ; 
Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings : thou didst piomise 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro, ' Dost thou forget * 

From what a torment I did free thee ? 

Art, No. 

Pro, Thou dost ; and tfaink'st 
It much to tread the ooze of the salt deep ; 
To run upon the sharp wind of the norm ; 
To do me business in the veins o' the eardi, 
When it is bak'd with frost 

Art. I do not, sir. 

Pro, Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast thou forgot 
The foul witch Sycoraz, who with age and envy. 
Was ^wn into a hoop ? hast thou S»'got hw ? 

An, No, sir. 

Pro. Thou hast: Where was she bom 7 speak* A (10. 

Art. Sir, in Argier. 

Pro, O, was she so ? I must. 

Once in a^nonth, recount what thou hast been. 
Which thou-forget'st. This vile witch, Svcorax, 
For mischiefs nmnifold, and sOToeries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 
Thou know'st, was banish'd ; for one thing she did» 
They would not take her life : Is not this true 7 

Art. Ay, sir. 

Pro, This blue-ey'd hag was hither brou^t, 
. And here was left by the sailors : Thou, my slave, 
As thou report'st thyself, was then her servant : 
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands, 
Refusing her grand bests, ^dq did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent ministers, 
And in her most unmitkfable ra^, 
Into a cloven pine ; within whidi rift 
Inprison'd, thou did'st painfully remain 
A dozen years ; within which space she died. 
And left thee there ; where thou didst vent thy gToaa% 
As fast as mill-wheejs strike : Then was this SmsA^ 
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Saving her son, not honorM wUh 
A homan shape. 

Aru Yes; Catiban her son. 

Pro. Dull thmg, I say so ; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'at 
What torment I did find thee in : thy groans 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breMls 
Of ever-angry bears. 'This Sycorax 
Could not again undo ; it was mine art, 
When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made f;ape 
The jMne, and let thee out 

ArL I thank thee, master. 

Pro. If thou more murmur'st, I will rend an oak. 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters. 

Art. Pardon, master : 

I will be correspondent to command. 
And do my spiriting gently. 

Pro. Do so ; and after two days 

I will discharge thee. 

Ari. That's my noble master ! 

What shall I do? say what? what shall I do ? 

Pro. Go, make thyself like to a nymj^ o' the sea ; 
Be subject to no siffM but mine ; invisible 
To every eyeball else. Go, take this shape. 
And hither come in't : hence, with diligence. [Exit Abul 

Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ; 
Awake! 

Mira. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pro. Shake it off; Come on ; 

Well visit Caliban, my^slave, who never 
Yields us a kind answer. 

Mira. 'TIS e villain, or, 

I do not love to look on. 

Pro. But, as 'tis. 

We cannot miss him : he does make our fire. 
Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices 
That profit us. What ho! slave! Caliban! 
Thou earth, thou ! speak. 

CcU. [to^tn.] There's wood enou^ vdthin. ' 

Pro. Come forth, 1 say ; there's ot£er business for thee : 
Come forth, thou tortoise ! when ? 

Re-^nter Ariel, like a toater-nymjih. 

Fine apparition ! My quai^$ Ariel, 
Hark in thine ear* 

Art. My lord, it ^«hall be dcme. \Exk 

Pro. Thou pdsonous slave, come forth ! 
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Enter Caliban. 

CkU, As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd 
With raven's feather from unwholesc^me fen. 
Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye, 
Ana blister you all o'er. 

Pro, For this, be sure, to-ni^ht thou shalt have crunps, 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins 
Shall, for that vast of night that they may work. 
All exercise on thee : thoa shalt be jnnch'd 
As tliick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made them. 

. Cdl. I must eat my dinner. 

This island's mine, by Sycorax iny mother, 
Which thou tak'st from me. When thou earnest first, 
Thou strok'dst me, and mad'st much of me; wouM'st t' •* mo 
Water with berries in't ; «nd teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less. 
That bum by day and night : and pien I lov'd thee. 
And show'd thee all the qualities o' the isle. 
The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and fertiW » 
Cursed be I that I did so ! — ^All the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, liffht on you ! 
For I am all the subjects tliat you liave, 
Which first was mine own king ; and here you sty me 
In this hard rock, while you do keep from me 
The rest of the island. 

Pro, Abhorred slave ; 

Which SLoy print of goodness will not take ; 
Bemg capable of all ill ! I pitied thee, 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other : when thou did'st not, savage. 
Know thme own meaning, but would'st gabble like 
A thing most brutish, I endow'd thy purposes 
With words that made them known : But thy vile race, 
Though thou did'st learn, had that in't which good naturer 
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou 
Deservedly confin'd into this rocK, 
Who had'st deserv'd more than a prison. 

Cah You taught me language ; and my profit on't 
Is, I know how to curse : me red plague rid* you. 
For learning me your language ! 

Pro, Hag-seed, hence ! 

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best, 
To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, malice f 
If thou neglect'st, or dost unwilUngly . 
What I command, I'll rack thee. with oldxrampe ; 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar 
That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

* Dertroy 
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C^. No, pnj thee ! — 

I must ooey : his art is of such power, \Amd9 

It would ccmtrc^ my dam*8 god, Setebos, 
AimI nukke a vassal of him. 

Pro. So, slave ; hence ! [Exit Caubak. 

Re-enter Ariel invisible^ playing avid sitiging; FERDDrAnD foi^ 
lowing Mm. 

Fer. Where should this music be 7 i' the air, or the eari^ f 
It sounds no more : — and sure it waits upon 
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank 
Weeping again the king my father's wreck. 
This music crept by me upon the waters ; 
Allaving both their fury, aiid my passion. 
With Its sweet ahr : thence I have fdlow'd it. 
Or it hath drawn me rather : — ^But 'tis gone. 
No, it begins again. 

Ariel sings. 

FuU fa^om fixe iky faOm Ues: 

Of his hones are coral made ; 
Those are pearlSf that were his eyes : 

Nothing of him that doth fadey 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Seornymphs hourly ring his iaieU : 
Hark ! now I hear them, ding-dong, beHL 
[Burden, ding-dong. 

Fer. The ditttjr does remember my drown'd father : — 
rhis is no mortd. business, nor no sound 
That the earth owns : — ^I hear it now above me. 

Pro. The fringed curtain of thine eye advance 
And say, what thou seest yond. 

Mira. What is't ? a spirit ? 

See, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir. 
It carries a brave form : — ^But 'tis a spirit. 

Pro. No, wench ; it eats and sleeps, and hath such senses 
As we have ; such : This gallant, wnich thou seest. 
Was in the wreck ; and but he's something stain'd 
With CTief-^that's beautjr's canker— thou might'st call him 
A goodly person. He hath lost his fellows. 
And stra]^ about to find them. 

Mira. I might call him 

A thing divine ; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. ^ 

Pro. [Aside.] It goes on, I see. 
As mj soul prompts it :-^pirit, fine sjHrit ! FII jfree the« 
Withm two days for this. 
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Fer, Most sura, the goddess 

On whom these airs attend {-—Vouchsafe, my prayer 
If ay know, if you remain upon this island ; 
And that you will some good instruction give. 
How I may bear me here : Myjprime request, 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder ! 
If you be maid or no ? 

mira. No wonder, sir ; 

But, certainly a maid. 

Fer. My language ! heavens !-— 

I am the best of them that speak thin) speech. 
Were I but where 'tis spoken. 

Pro. How! the best? 

What wert thou, if the kin^ of Naples heard thee ? 
Fer. A single thing, as Fam now, that wonders 
To hear thee speak of Naples : He does hear me ; 
And, that he does, I weep : myself am Naples ; 
Who with mine eyes, ne^er since at ebb, beheld 
The king my father wreck'd. 

Mira. Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords ; the duke of Milan, 
And his brave son, being twain. 

Pro. The duke of Milan, 

And his more braver daughter, could control thee. 
If now 'twere fit to do't : — At the first sisht [AsidA 

They have chang'd eves : — ^Delicate Ariel, 
I'll set thee free for this ! — ^A word, good sir ; 
I fear you have done yourself some wrong : a word. 
Mira. Why speaks my &ther so ungently ? This 
Is the third man that e'er I saw ; the first 
That e'er I sigh'd for : pity move my father 
To be inclin'f my way \ 

Fer. O, if a virffin. 

And your fifiection not gone forth, I'll inake you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pro. Soft, sir ; one word more. — 

They are both in either's powers ; but this swift business [Andt* 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning 
Make the prize light. — One word more ; fcharge thee, 
That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp 
The name thou ow'st not ; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island, as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on't. 
Fer. No, as I am a man. 

Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in such a temple : 
f f the ill spirit have so fair an house. 
Good tilings will strive to dwell with't. 

Pro. Follow me. — [To Febd, 

Speak not you for him ; he's a traitor. — Come. 
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111 manacle thj neck and feet toffether : 
Sea-water shalt thou drink, thy food diall be 
The fresh-brook mnscles, wither'd roots, and husks 
Wlierein the acorn cradled : Follow. 

Fer. ' No; 

I will resist such entertainment, till 
Biine enemy has more power. 

Mira, Q dear father, 

Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He's gentle, and not fearful.* 

Pro, What, I say, 

My foot my tutor ! Put thy sword up, traitor ; 
Who mak'st a show, but dar'st not strike, thy conscience 
Is so possess'd with guilt : come ; from tfiy ward ; 
For I can here disarm tiiee with this stick. 
And inake thy weapon drop. 

Mira, Beseech you, father ! 

Pro, Hence ; hang not on my garments. 

rll be his surety. 

Pro, Silence ! one word more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What ! 
An advocate for an impostor ? hush ! 
Thou thmk'st there are no more such shapes as he. 
Having seen but him and Caliban : Foolish wench ! 
To the most of men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are angels. 

Mira, My aflfections 

Are then most humble ; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

^»*0' Come on ; obey : 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 
And have no vigor in them. 
^,^^' So they are: 

My spurits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
m father's loss, the weakness which I feel. 
The wreck of all my friends, or this man's threats, 
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me. 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all comers else of the earth 
Let liberty make use of; space enough 
Have I, in such a prison. 

rpk^^'t ^ J ,. . ^* ^^^^^ :— Come on.— 

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel '—FoUow me.— [ToFzkd, andMrn, 

Hark, what thou else shalt do me. r To Am^ 

U^^- . r u Beofcomfcrt; ^ ^^ 

My father's of a better nature, sir. 



[ToFjOKe 



♦ FifghtfU 



THE TEMPEST. 18fc 

7iian he appears by speech ; this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him. 

Pro, Thou shalt be as free 

As mountain winds ; but then exactly do 
All points of my coomiand. 

Art. To the syllable. 

Pro, Come^ follow : speak not for him. [ExeurU. 

Ferdinand it compelled, by the power of Protpero, to aasame tbe menid empto jM W 
of an attendant on the Magician, the more readily to bring tbe young Prince jbto an m 
qaaintanoe with Bfiranda, who regards him with af^tion. 

ACT III. 

SCENE L— Before Prospero's Cdl. 

Enter Ferdinand, hearing a log, 

Fer, There be some sports are painful ; but their labor 
Delight in them sets off; some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be 
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious ; but 
The mistiress, which I serve, quickens what's dead. 
And makes my labors pleasures : O, she is 
Ten times more ^ntle than her father's crabbed ; 
And he's composM of- harshness. I must remove 
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a sore injunction : My sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work ; and says, such baseness 
Had ne'er like executor. I forget : 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labors ; 
Most busy, least when I do it. 

Enter Miranda, and Prosfero at a distance^ 

Mira, Alas, now ! nray you 

Work not so hard ; I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin^ to pile I 
Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this bums, 
'Twill weep for having wearied you : My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself ; 
He's safe for these three hours. 

Fer, O most dear mistress^ 

The sun will set, before I shall discharge 
What I must stnve to do. 

Mira, If youll sit down, 

ni bear your logs the while : Pray, give me that ; 
m carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No : precious creature ! 

( Lad rather crack my sinews, break my back. 
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Than yon should such dishonor undergo, 
While I sit lazy by. 

Mira. It would become me 

As well as it does you : and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it, 
And yours it is against 

Pro, Poor worm ! thou art iofeitods 

This visitation shows it. 

Mira, You look wearily. 

Fer, No, noble mistress ; 'tis fresh morning with mt 
When you are by at night I do beseech you, 
(Chieflj, that I might set it in my prayers,) 
What IS your name 7 

Mira, Miranda : — O my £ither, 

I have broke your best to say so ! 

Fer, Admir'd Miranda ! 

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have ey'd with best regard ; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Have I lik'd several women ; never any 
With so full sod, but some defect in &r 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'd, 
And put it to the foil : But you, O you. 
So perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best 

Mira, I do not know 

One of my sex ; no woman's face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen 
More that I may call men, than you, good fiiend. 
And my dear father : how features are abroad, 
I am slalless of; but, by my modesty, 
rThe jewel in my dower,) I would not wish 
Any companion m the world but you ; 
Nor can imagination form a shape. 
Beside yourself, to like of; But I prattle 
Something too widely, and my fatner's precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fer, I am, in my condition, 

A prince, Miranda ; I do think, a king ; 
(I would, not so !) and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than I would suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. — ^Hear my soul speak ^ 
The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service ; there resides. 
To make me slave to it ; and for your sake, 
^4X1 1 this patient lognnan. 
Mira, Do you love me 'i 
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Fer. O beaven, O earth, bear witness to this flomid, 
And crown what I profess with kind event, 
If I speak trae ; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief ! I, 
Beyond all limit of what else i' the world, 
Do love, prize, honor you. 

Mira, I am a fool, 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Pro. Pair encounter 

Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between them ! 

Fer. Wherefore weep you ? 

Mira, At mine unworthiness, that dare not offer 
What I desire to give ; and much less take, 
What I shall die to want : But this is trifling ; 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bai^ful cunning ! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 
I am your wife, if you will marry me ; 
If not, I'll die your maid : to be yowr fellow 
You may deny me ; but I'll be your servant, 
Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My mistress, dearest, 

And I thus humble ever. 

Mira. My husband then ? 

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e'er of freedom : berets my band, 

Mira. And mine, with my heart in't : And now fiBUrewell, 
Till half an hour hence. 

Fer. A thousand! thousand! 

l^ExeurU Fbr. and Mn. 

Pro. So gkd of tins as they, I cannot be. 
Who are surpris'd with all ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. Ill to my book ; 
For yet ere supper time, must I perform 
Much business appertaining. [Exit, 

Cmliban and Ariel, mder the direction of Prospero, take charge of the othw obaraoten 
MTed from the wreck. Caliban, to whom is confided the care of the Saikns, draws 
them into a consfriraoy to destroy Prospero. The King and his Company are brought by 
Ariel to another part of the Island. 

Enter Alonzo, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, Francisco^ 
avd others. 

Oon. By'r la'kin, I can go no further, sir ; 
My old bones ache : here's a maze trod, indeed. 
Through forth-rights and meanders ! by your patience, 
I needs must rest me. 

Alan. Old k>rd, I cannot blame thee, 
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Who am myself attach'd with weariness, 

To the dulling of my spirits : sit down, and rest, 

Even here I will put on my hope, and keep it 

No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd, - 

Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks 

Our frustrate search on land : Well, let him go. 

Ant. I am right glad that he's so out of hope. 

[Aside to Sebastiah 
Do not, for one repulse', forego the purpose 
That you resolv'd to effect 

Seb. The next advantage 

Will we take thoroughly. 

Ant, Let it be to-nifirht ; 

For, now they are'oppress'd with travel, they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance. 
As when they are fresh. 

Seb. I say, to-ni^t : no more. 

Solemn and strange miisic ; and Pbosfero above, invisible. Enier 

several strange Shapes, bringing in a ban^iuet ; thmj dance aJxmt tl 

with, gentle actions (fsaLutai%on ; and inviting ike Kingy ^. to eat 

they depart. 

Alcn. What harmony is this ? my good friends, hark ! 

Gon. Marvellous sweet music ! 

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What were these 7 

Seb. A living drollery : Now I will believe 
That there are unicorns ; that, in Aralna 
There is one tree, the phoenix' throne ; one phoenix 
At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. I'll believe both ; 

And what does else want credit, come to me. 
And I'll be sworn 'tis true ; Travellers ne'er did lie, 
Though fools at home condemn them. 

Gon. If in Naples 

I should report this now, would they believe me 1 
If I should say, I saw such islanders, 
(For, certes, these are people of the island,) 
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note. 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, umost any. 

Pro. [Aside.] Honest lord 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you mere present, 
Are worse than demons. 

Alon. ' I cannot too much muse, 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, expiesmng 
(Although they want the use of tongue) a Mnd 
Of exceUent dumb discourse. 

Pro. [Aside.] Ihnise in departing. 
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Fran. They vanished strangely. 

S^' No matter, since 

They have left their viands belund ; for we have stomachs^-— 
Will't please yoa taste of what is here ? 

Alon, Notl. 

Gon. Faith, sir, you peed not fear : When we were boys, 
Who would believe that there were mountaineers, 
Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had hanging at them 
Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men, 
Whose heads stood in their breasts ? which now we find. 
Each putter-out on five for one, will brin^ us 
Grood warrant of. 

AUm, I will stand to, and feed. 

Although my last : no matter, since I feel, 
The best is past : — Brother, my lord the duke. 
Stand to, and do as we. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel like a harpy; dapi hu 
wings upon the table, and toithaquaint device, the baiifptet vamMkei. 
ArL You are three men of sin, whom destiny 

(That hath to instrument this lower world. 

And what is in't,) the never-surfeited sea 

Hath caused to b^ch up ; and on this island 

Where man doth not inhabit ; you 'mongst men 

Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ; 

[S^Ttg Alon. Seb. <frc. draw their twords. 

And even with such like valor, men hang and orown 

Their proper selves. You fools ! I and my fellows 

Are ministers of fate ; the elements. 

Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well 

Wound the loud winds, or witJi bemock'd-at stabs 

Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 

One dowle that's in my plume ; my fellow ministers 

Are like invulnerable : if you could hurt. 

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths, 

And will not be uplifted : But, remember, 

(For that's my business to you,) that you three 

From Milan cud supplant good Prospero ; 

Expos'd unto the sea, which hath requit it, 

Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed 

The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 

Incens'd the seas'and shores, yea, aU the creatures, 

Asainst your peace : Thee, of thy soq, Alonzo, 

They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me, 

ling'ring perdition (worse than any death 

Can be at once) shall step by step attend 

You, and your ways ; whose wraths to guard you from 

^Which here, in this most desolate isle, else fails 

upon your heads,) is nothing, but heart's sorrow. 

And a dear life ensuing. 
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He vanishes in ikunder: then, to soft music, enter the Shapes agam^ 
and donee wi^ mops and mowes, and carry out the table. 

Pro. [Aside.] Bravely the figure of this harpy hast thoa 
Perform'd, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring : 
Of my instruction h&st thou nothing 'bated, 
In what thou hadst to say : so, with good Ufe, 
And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Their several kinds have done : my high charms work, 
And these, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their distractions : they now are in my power ; 
And in these fits I leave them, whilst I visit 
Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drown'd,) 
And ms and my loved darling. [Exit Pr08FEB9 yrom above, 

Chn. V the name of something holy, sir, why stand yon 
In this strange stare ? 

Alon. O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 

Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it ; 
The wims did sing it to me ; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The name of Prosper ; it md bass mv trespass. 
Therefore my son i' the ooze is bedded ; and 
I'll seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded. 
And with him there lie mudded. [ExiL 

8df. But one fiend at a time, 

I'll fight their legions o'er. 

Ani. I'll be thy second. [Exeunt Sbb. and Ant. 

Gon. All three of them are desperate ; their great guilt, 
like poison given to work a great time after. 
Now 'gins to bite the spirits : — 1 do beseech you 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly, 
And hinder them from what this ecstasy 
May now provoke them to. 

Adr. Follow, I pray yon. [Exeunt 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Before Prospero's Cell 
Enter Prosfero, FeRDiNAin), and Mirarda. 

Pro. If I have too austerely punish'd you. 
Your compensation makes amends ; for I 
Have given you here a thread of mine own life, 
Or that for which I live ; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore Heaven, 
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I ratify this my rich gift. O, Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me, that I boast her off, 
For thoQ shalt find she will outstrip all praise. 
And make it halt behind her. 

Fer. I do believe it, 

Against an oracle. 

Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acqnisitioii 
Worthily purchas'd, t&e m^ daughter : But not 
inil sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and hoJy rite be miniatcr'd : 
Then Hymen's lamps shall light you. 

Fer. As I hope 

Yor quiet days, fair issue, and long life. 
With such love as 'tis now ; the strong'st suggestion 
Our worser Genius can, shall never taint 
Mine honor. 

Pro. Fairly spoke : 

Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own. — 
What, Ariel : my industrious servant Ariel ! 
Enter Ariel, 

Aru What would my potent master ? here I am. 

Pro. Thou and thy meaner fdlows your last 8ervio9 
Did worthily perform ; and I must use you 
In such another trick : go, hnas the rabble, 
O'er whom I give thee power, here, to this p.ace : 
Incite them to quick motion ; for I must 
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine art ; it is my promise, 
And they expect it from me. 

Ari. Presently ? 

Pro. Aye, with a twink. 

Ari. Before you can say. Come, and goy 
And breathe twice ; and cry, so, so; 
Each one, tripping on his toe. 
Will be here with mop and mowe : 
Do you love me, master ? no ? 

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel : Do not approach, 
Till thou dost hear me call. 

Ari. Well I conceive. \Extt 

Pro. Look, thou be true. 

Fer. I warrant you, sir. 

Pro. Well.— . 
Now come, my Ariel : bring a corollarv, 
Rather than want a spirit : appear, and pertly.— 
No toDgae ; all eyes : be silent ( Scfi musie 

A Masque. Enter Iris. 

his. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease ; 
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Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 

And flat meads thatch'd with stover, them to keep ; 

Thy banks with peonied and lilied brims. 

With spongv April at thy best* betrims. 

To makQ cold nymphs chaste crowns ; and thy broom grovea, 

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves, 

Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard ; 

And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-^iard. 

Where thou thyself dost air : The queen o' the sky, 

Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I, 

Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign gncei 

Here on this grass-plot, in this very place. 

To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain ; 

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertam. 

Enter Ceres. 

Cer. Hail many-color'd messenger, that ne'er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter. 
Who, with thy saflfVon wing, upon my flowers 
Difiusest honey-drops, refreshing showers ; 
And with each end of thy blue tow dost crown 
My bosky acres, and my unshrubb'd down, 
Rich scarf to my poud earth ; Why hath thy quees 
Summon'd me hitter, to this short-grass'd green ? 

Iris, A contract of true love to celebrate ; 
And some donation freely to estate 
On the bless'd lovers. 

Cer. Tell me, heaVbnly bow, 

If Venus, or her son, as thou dost know, 
Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got, 
Her and her blind boy's scandial'd company^ 
1 have forsworn. I 

Iris. Of her society | 

Be not afraid ; I met her deity J 

Cutdnff the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son 
Dove-chawn with her. 

Cer. Highest queen of state, 

Great Juno comes : I know her by her gait 

Enter Juno. 
Jun. How does my bounteous sister ? Go with me 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be 
And honor'd in their issue. 

SONG. 
Jun. Honor, riches, marriage-'hlessiTi^, 
homg continuance, am increasing^ 

* Command. 
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Hourly joys he siUl upon you ! 
Juno sings her blessings on you, 
Cer. EarOCs increase, and foison* jdentyt 
Bams and gamers never empty ; 
VineSy toith clustering bunches growing ■ 
Plants, wUh, goodly burden bowing ; 
Spring come to you, at the farthest^ 
In the very end of harvest I 
Scarcity and want shall shun you ; 
Ceres^ blessing so is on you. 
Fer, This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold 
To think these spirits ? 

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art 

I have from their confines called to enact 
My present fancies. 

Fer. Let me live here ever ; 

So r^e a wouderM father, and a wife, 
Make this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ceres whisper, and send has on employmaiL 
Pro. Sweet now, silence ; 

Jnno and Ceres whisper seriously ; 
There's something else to do : hush, and be mute, 
Or else our spell is marr'd. 

his. You nvmphs, call'd Naiads, of the wand'ring Inocks, 
With your seag'd crowns, «jid ever harmless looks, 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 
Answer your summons : Juno does command ; 
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love ; be not too late. 

Enter certain Nymphs. 
You sun-bum'd sicklemen of August weary, 
Come hither firom the furrow, and be merry ; 
Make holiday : your rye-straw hats put on, 
And these fifesh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

Enter certain Reapers, prvperly habited ; they join with the Nymphi 
in a grac^td dance ; towards the end whereof Prosfeko start$ 
suddenly, and speaks ; after which, to a strange, hollow, and con- 
fused noise, they heavily vanish. 
Pro. [Aside.] I had forgot that foul conspiracy 

Of the beast Cmiban, and his confederates. 

Against m^ life ; the minute of theirplot 

U almost ^5ome. — [To the Spirits.] WeU done ; — avoid ;-— no xnotB* 
Fer, Thin is most strange : your father's in some pasaioii 

tTwt works him strongly. 

* Abandftaoe. 

10 
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JMtra. Never till this day, 

Saw I him toach'd with anger bo distemper'a. 

Pro, You do look, my son, in a mov'a sort 
As if you were dismay'd : be cheerful, sir : 
Our revels now are eimed : these our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And, like the baseless &bric of this vision, 
The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palacei, 
The solemn temples, the ffreat globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit, SaalL dissolve ; 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind : We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little lif& 
Is rounded with a sleep. — Sir, I am vex'd ; 
Bear with my weakness ; mj old brain is troubled. 
Be not disturb'd with my infirmity : 
If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell. 
And there repose ; a turn or two I'll walk. 
To still my beating mind. 

Fer. Mira, We wish your peace. [EkecunL 

PrwpMO defeati the Plot laid by Caliban, and pankhat tha Cmtfiniau thnnigfa tte 
tfeacy of his attendant ipiiitL 

ACT V. 

SCENE L—Btfare the CeU of Prosper©. 
Enter Pbosfebo in his magic robes ; and Ariel. 

Pro, Now does my project gather to a head : 
My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How's the dav ? 

Ari, On the sixth hour; at which time, my lord. 
You said our work should cease. 

Pro. I did say so, 

When first I rais'd the t^npest. Say, my spirit. 
How fares the king and his ? 

Ari, Confin'd together 

In the same fashion as you cave in charge ; 
Just as you left them, sir ; ful prisoners 
In the lime-grove which weather-fends your cell ; 
They cannot budge, till your release. The kinff, 
His brother, and yours, abide all three distractea; 
And the remainder mourning over them. 
Brim-full of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly 
Him you term'd, sir, The good old lord, Gonzalo ; 
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
Prom eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works theoit 
That if vou now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 
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Pro, Dost thou think so, spirit 7 

Aru Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Pro, And mine shall. 

Hast thou, which art hut air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself. 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply. 
Passion as they, he kindlier mov'd than thou art ? 
Though with tiieir high wrongs I am struck to the quick. 
Yet, with my nobler reason 'gainst my fury 
Do 1 take part : the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent, 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further : Gro, release them, Ariel ; 
My charms I'll break, their senses I'll restore, 
And they shall be themselves. 

Ari, ril fetch them, sir. [ExH. 

Pro, Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and groves ; 
And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he comes back ; you demi-puppets, that 
By moonshine do the CTeennsour ringlets make, 
Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose pastime 
Is to make midnight-mushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though ye be), I have bedimm'd 
The noontide sun, ccQl'd forth the mutinous winds, 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifled Jove's stout oak 
With his own bolt : the strong-bas'd promontory 
Have I made shake ; and by me spurs pluck'd up 
The pine and cedar : graves, at my command. 
Have waked their sleepers ; oped, and let them forth 
By my so potent irtK But this rough magic 
I here abjure : and, when I have requir'd 
Some heavenly music, (which even now I do,) 
To work mine end upon their senses, that 
This airy charm is for, I'll break my staff. 
Bury it certain fathoms in the earth. 
And, deeper than did ever plummet sound, 
111 drown my book. [Solermi music 

Re-enter Abiel : after hiniy Alonzo, toiJh a frantic gesture, attended 
by GoNZixo ; Sebastiak and Antonio in like manner, attended 
by Adrian and Francisco : they alt enter the circle which Pros- 
PERO had made, and there stand charmed; which Prospero ofr 
serving, speaks, 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains. 
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Now useless, boa'dwidiia thy gknll! There stand, 

For you are spell stopp'd. 

Holy GrODzalo, honorable man. 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the shoir of thine. 

Fall feUowly drops. — ^I'he charm dissdves apace ; 

And as the mommg steals upon the ni^^ 

Melting the darkn^s, so their rising senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Tli^ clearer reason. — O my good Gonzalo, 

My tme preserver, and a loyal sir 

To him tnou foUow'st ; I will pay thy graces 

Home, both in word and deed. — Most craelly 

Didst thou, Alcmzo, use me and my daughter : 

Thy brother was a fortherer in the act ; — 

Thoa'rt pinch'd fpr^ now, Sebastian.— Fle^ and blood. 

Yon l»nother mine, that entertained ambition, 

Expell'd remorse and natnre ; who, with Sebastian 

(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong) 

Would have kiU'd your king ; I do forgive thee, 

Unnatural though thou art ! — ^Their u^rstanding 

Befirins to swell ; and the wproaching tide 

Wul shortly fill the reasonable shores, 

That now lie foul and muddy. Not one of them. 

That yet looks on me, or would know me : — ^Ariel, 

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell ; [Exit ABSUm 

I will dis-case me, and myself present. 

As I was sometime Milan :— quickly, spirit ; 

Thou shalt ere long be free. 

Abiel re-enters, singings and helps to attire pROSFSsa 

Abi. Where the bee sucks^ there suck I: 
In a cowslip's beU I lie ; 
There I couch tohen owls do cry. 
On the bat's back I do fly. 
After summer, merrily : * 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now. 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 
Pro, Why, that's my dainty Ariel : I shall miss thee ; 
But yet thou shdt have freedom : so, so, so.— . 
To the king's ship, invisible as thou art : 
There shalt thou find the mariners adeep 
Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain. 
Being awake, enforce them to this jdace ; 
And presently, I pr'ythee. 

Art. I drink the air before me, and return 
Or e'er your pulse twice beat [Exit Ariel. 

Chn, All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabits here : Scxne heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country ! 
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Pro. Behold, sir king, 

The wrooged Duke of Milan, Prospero : 
For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ; 
And to thee, and thy company, I bid * 
A hearty welcome. 

Alon, Whe'r thou beest he, or no, 

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 
As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw thee, 
The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
I fear, a madness held me : this must crave 
(And if this be at all) a most strange story. 
Thy dukedom I resign ; and I do entreat 
Thou pardon me my vtrrongs : — ^But how should Prospero 
Be living, and be here ? 

Pro. First, noble friend. 

Let me embrace thine age ; whose honor cannot 
Be measured, or confin'd. 

Chm. Whether this be, 

Or be not, I'll not swear. 

Pro, You do yet taste 

Some subtilties o' the isle, that will not let you 
Believe things certain : — ^Welcome, my fnends all : — 
But you, my brace of lords^ were I so minded, 

[Aside to Sbb., cmd Ant. 
I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you, 
And justify you traitors ; at this time 
I'll tell no tales. 

Seb, The devil speaks in him. [Asitk* 

Pre No: 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault ; aU of them ; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know, 
Thou must restore. 

Ahn. If thou beest Prospero, 

Give us particulars of thy preservation : 
How thou hast met us here, who three hours since 
Were wreck'd upon this shore ; where I have lost, 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is ! 
My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pro. I am woe for't, sir. 

Ahn. Irreparable is the loss ; and patience 
Says it is past her cure. 

Pro. I rather think. 

You have not sought her help ; of whose soft grace 
For the like loss, I have her sovereign aid, 
And rest myself content. 
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Alon, You the like loss ? 

Pro, As great to me, as late ; and, supportable 
To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you ; for I 
Have lost my daughter. 

''Alon. A daughter ? 

heavens ! that they were living both in Naples, 
The king and queen there ! that they vj^ere, I wish 
Myself weia mudded in that oozy bed 

Where my son Ues. When did you lose your daughter I 

Pro, In this last tempest I perceive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much aomire. 
That they devour their reason ; and scarce think 
Their eyes do oflSces of truth, their words 
Are natural breath : but^ howsoe'er you have 
Been jostled from your senses, know for certain. 
That I am Prospero, and that very duke 
Which was thrust forth of Milan ; who most stranffe^r* 
Upon tliis shore, where you were wreck'd, was landed, 
To be Ae lord on't. No more yet of this ; 
For 'tis a chronicle of day by day. 
Not a relation for a breakfast, nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir ; 
This cell's my court : here have I few attendants, 
And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in. 
My dukedom since you have given me again, 

1 will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye, 
As much as me my dukedom. 

The entrance <fthe Cell opens, and discovers Ferdinard and Miraiiba« 
playing at chess. 

Mira. Sweet lord, you play me false. 

Fer, No, my dearest love, 

I would not for the world. 

Mira. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should wrangle. 
And I would call it fair play. 

Alon. If this prove 

A vision of this island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

Seb, A most high miracle ! 

Fer, Though the seas threaten, they are merciful : 
I have curs'd them without cause. [Ferd. kneels to Asxm, 

Alon, Now all tiie blessings 

Of a glad father compass thee about ! 
Arise, and say how thou cam'st here. 

Mira. O! wonder! 

How many goodly creatures are there here ! 
How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world, 
That has such people in't ! 
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Pro. Tis new to thee. 

Alan, What is this maid, with whom thou wast at play T 
Vour eld'st acquaintance cannot he three hours : 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us, 
And brought us thus together 7 

Fer. Sir, she's mortal ; 

But, by immortal providence, she's mine ; 
I chose her, when I could not ask my father 
For his advice ; nor thought I had one : she 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan. 
Of whom so often I have heard renov^oi, 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a second life, and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

AUm, I am hers : 

But O, how oddly will it sound, that I 
Must ask my child forgiveness ! 

Pro. There, sir, stop ; 

Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that's gone. 

Gon. I have inly wept, 

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods, 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown ; 
For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither ! 

AUm. I say. Amen, Gonzalo ! 

Give me your hands : \To Feb. tmi Mnu 

Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart. 
That doth not wish you joy ! 

Gon. Be't so ! Amen ! 

Ri-enter Ariel, vjith the Master and Boatswam amazedly fdUomng, 

look, sir, look, sir ; here are more of us ! 

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown : Now, blasphemy, 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the news ? 

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found 
Our king, and company ; the next our ship, — 
Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split, — 
Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'c^ as when 
We first put out to sea. 

Art. Sir, all this service J 

Have I done since I went. ^ [Amefe 

Pro. My tricksy spirit ! ) 

Ahm. These are not natural events ; they strengthen. 
Prom strange to stranger : — Say, how came you hither ? 

Boats. If I did think, sir, I were well awake, 
Pd strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep. 
And (how, we Imov »u)t) all clapp'd under hatches. 
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Where, but even now, with strange and Beveral noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howlmg, mnglin^ chains, 
And more diversity of sounds aU horriUe, 
We were awak'd ; straightway, at liberty : 
Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship ; our master 
Capering to eye her : On a trice, so please you. 
Even in a dream, we were divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 

An. Was't well done ? > TAsUa. 

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou shalt be free. J lAsute^ 

Alon. This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod : 
And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct of: some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pro, Sir, my liege. 

Do not infest your mind with beating on 
The strangeness of this business : at pick'd leisure. 
Which shall be shortly, single 111 resolve you 
(Which to you shall seem probable), of every 
These happen'd accidents ; till when, be cheerful. 
And think of each thing well.— dome hither, spirit ; [Aside. 

Set Caliban and his companions free : 

Untie the spelL [Exit Aribu 

Sir, I invite your highness, and your train. 
To my poor cell : where you slmll take your rest 
For this one night ; which (part of it) I'll waste 
With such discourse, as, I not doubt, shall make it 
Gro quick away : the story of my life. 
And the particular accidents, gone by, 
Since I came to this isle : And in the mom 
I'll bring you to your ship, and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloved solemniz'd ; 
And thence retire me to my Milan, where 
Every third thought shall be my grave. 

Alon. I long 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pro. I'll deUver all; 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales. 
And sail so expeditious, that shall catch 
Your royal fleet far off. — ^My Ariel ; — chick,— 
That is thy charge ; then to the elements 
Be free, and fere thou well ! — 

' ExeunL 
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Th»itOT7 of Romeo and Juliet ft oonsideied to be hiitorioaUytnie ; the Veroaete is 
the dale of this tragedy as 1303. 

" The history of the fair Capolet and her lored Montague,*' famished themes fbf 
•ordists, and had Inspired the muse of the Poets, previous to 8hakspea.*«*s time : He 
has availed himsdf of these labors to constmot his ezqnidto Drama ; the inimitable char 
meter of Menmtio, however, is an entirdy original creation of the Dramatist 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

EscALUS, Prince of Verona. 

Paris, a young nobleman, kinsman to the Prince. 

ci^ET^' \ ^^^ ^f^^ houeea, at variance with each other. 

An old man, uncle to Capulet. 

Romeo, eon to Montague. 

Mercutio, kinsman to the Prince, andfrieni to Romeo. 

Bentolio, nephew to Montague, and friend to Romeo. 

Ttbalt, nephew to Lady Capulet. 

Friar Laurence, a Franciscan. 

Friar John, of the same order. 

Balthazar, servant to Romeo. 

Sampson, Gregory, servants to Capulet. 

Abram, servant to Montague. 

An Apothecary. Three Musicians. 

Chorus, Boy. Page to Paris. 

Peter. An Officer. 

Lady Montague, wife to Montague. 
Lady Cafxtlet, wife to Capulet. 
Juliet, daughter to Capulet. 
2Vtir«e to Juliet. 

Citizens of Verona ; several Men and Women, relations to both houses ; 
Maskers, Guards, Watchmen, and Attendants, 

8CENE^ — during the greater part of the Play, in Veroka ; once, in the 
Fifth Act, at Mantua. 
10* 
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The lirml Hova« of Cspolei and MontagM wan two of tha moit dkriagnfaiwd Fami 
ttn in Vanma : An ** aadaat grodfe*' axistad batwaea tbeta Homei, and ** civfl bnwb' 
waia ocmstantly ooonninc ba t wcan tbem, in which tha connactioBs and latainen of the 
opporins heads took part. Tlw Play opens with one of these ontbreaks : In the midsl 
of tha fray, tha Piinoa of Vanma appears, separates the combatants, and declares to Ca- 
inilet and Montafna — 

" If ever yon disturb our streets agwn, 
Yoor lives shall pay tha forfeit of the peaoe." 

Montagoa and his kinsman PanYoIio discourse on the lata fray. Romeo joint theoL 

ACT I. 

SCENE L 
Enter Montague, lady Montague, and Benvolio. 

Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel now ahroach ? — 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began 7 

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversary. 
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach : 
I drew to rart them ; in the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared ; 
Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears. 
He swung about his head, and cut the winds : 
While we were interchanging tiu-usts and blows. 
Came more and more, and fought on part and pai^ 
Till the prince came, who parted either part 

La, Mon. O, where is Romeo ! — saw you him to-day 
Right glad I am, he was not at this fray. 

nen. Madam, an hour before the worshipp'd sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, — underneath the grove of sycamor6> 
That westward rooteth from the city's side, — 
So early walking did I see your son : 
Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of me. 
And stole into the tsovert of the wood : 
I, measuring his aflfections by my own,— 
That most are busied when they are most alone, — 
Pursu'd my humor, not pursuing his, 
And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me. 

Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen. 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew, 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighe : 
But au so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the further east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed. 
Away from light steals home my heavy son. 
And private in his chamber pens himself ; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out, 
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And makes himself an artificial night : 
Black and poitentous must this humor prove, 
Unless cood counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben. jVf y noble uncle, do you know the cause ? 

Mon, I neither know it, nor can learn of him. 

Ben. Have vou importun'd him by any means Y 

Mon. Both by myself, and many other friends ; 
Bat he, his own afiections' counsellor. 
Is to himself— I will not say, how true — 
But to himself so secret and so close. 
So far from sounding and discovery. 
As is the bud bit wim an envious worm, 
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to tiie air, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 
Could we but learn from whence his sorrows grow. 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. 

Emer RoBiEo, tit a distance, 

Ben. See, where he comes : So please you, step aside ; 
Fll know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Mon. I would, thou wert so happy by thy stay, 
To hear true shrift — Come, madam, let's away. 

[Exeunt monTAQTj^, and Isdy 

Ben. (jood morrow, cousin. 

Rom. Is the day so young ? 

Ben. But new struck nine. 

Rom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast ? 

Ben. It was : — ^What sadness lengthens Romeo's hours ? 

Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes them short 

Ben. In love ; meseems ! 
Alas, that love, so gentle^in his view. 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still, 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shall we dine ? — O me ! — ^What fray was here t 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love : — 
O heavy lightness ! serious vanity ! 
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 
' Dost thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 

Rom. Grood heart, at what ? 

Ben* At thy good heart's oppressioiL 

Rom. Why, such is love's transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in^my breast ; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : tms love, that thou hast shown, 
Poth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
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ix>ve 18 a smoke nds'd with the fume of si^^ ; 

Being purflfd, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes ; 

Being vexxl, a sea nourish'd with lovers' tears : 

What is it else 7 a madness most discreet, 

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 

Farewell, my coz. i^^'Hf 

Ben, Soft, I will go along ; 

An if you leave me so, yoa do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself ; I am not here ; 
This is not Borneo, he's some other where. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness, who she is you love. 

Rom. In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim'd so near, when I suppoe'd you lov'd. 

Rom. A riffht good marksman ! — ^And she's iair I tove. 

Ben. A ri^t fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit 

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss : she'll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow. She hath Dian's wit ; 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd. 
From love's w^ childish bow she lives unharm'd. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms. 
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 
O ! she is rich in beauty ; only poor, 
That when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 
She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair, 
To merit bliss by making me despair : 
She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow, 
Do I live de^, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. O teach me how I should forget to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other b^uties. 

Rom. 'Tis the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' hrows, 
Being blacK, put us in mind they hide the fiur ; 
He, uiat is stricken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair. 
What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd that passing &ir ? 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget 

Ben. I'll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt [Exeunt 

Th« ** Ooamtj Paris " loves the lady Jnliet, anu receires her father's permissioii to p» 
fer his suit. — Capnlet gives an «nt«rtainment, to wliioh he invites jouag Paris : At thi 
feast the fair Rosaline is also to be a guest, and Romeo is persuaded by his oovsfa 
B«iv<rfio, to attaid, that he may — 

** Compare her face with some that I shall show, 
And I will make thee think thy swan aorow." 
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SCENE m.— -ii Room in Capulet's House. 

Enter Lady Cafulet, and Nurse. 

La. Cap. Nnrse, where's my daughter ? call her forth to me. 

Nurse. Now, by my faith, — at twelve year old, 
I hade her come. — ^What, lamb ! what, lady-bird \ 
Heaven forbid ! Where's this girl ? — what Juliet ! 

Enter Juliet 

Jul. How now, who calls? 

Nurse. Your mother. 

Jul. Madam, I am !iei^ 

What is your will ? 

La. Cap. This is the matter : — ^Nurse, give leave awhile. 
We must talk in secret — ^Nurse, come back again ; 
I have remember'd me, thou shaltliear our counsel. 
Thou kiiow'st, my daughter's of a pretty age. 

Nurse. 'Faith,! can tell her age unto an hour. 

La. Cap. She's not fourteen. 

Nurse. V\l lay fourteen of my teeth, 

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but four, — 
She is not fourteen. — How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide 7 

La. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year. 
Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be eighteen. 
Heaven mark thee to its grace ! 
Thou wast the prettiest Imbe that e'er I nurs'd. 
An I might live to see thee married once, 
I have my wish. 

La. Cap. Many, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of j — ^Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposiion to be married ? 

Jul. It is an honor that I dream not of. 

La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now. 
TTius then, in brief i — 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse. A man, young lady I lady, such a man. 
As all the world — ^Why, he's a man of wax. 

La. Cap. Verona's summer hath not such a flower. 

Nurse, my, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower. 

La. Cap. What say you 7 can you love the gentleman f 
This night you shall behold him at our feast : 
Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love 7 

Jul. m look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep wiU I endart mine eye. 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 
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Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, sapper served up, you called, 
my young lady asked for, the nurse wanted in the pantry, and every 
tlung in extremity. I must hence to wait; I beseech you, follow 
straight 

La. Cap. We follow thee. — Juliet, the county stays. lExeumL 

SCENE IV.— ii StreeL 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benyolio, with Five or Six Maskers 
Torch-bearers, and others. 

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our excuse ? 
Or shall we on without apologv 7 

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity : 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a scarf, 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath. 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ; 
Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 
But let them measure us by what they will, 
We'll measure them a measure, and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a torch, — ^I am not for this ambling ; 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you dance. 

Rom. Not 1, believe me : you have dancing shoes. 
With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead. 
So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a lover ; borrow Cupid's wings, 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft, 
To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden love ; ' 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rmn. Is love a tender thing ? it is too rough, 
Too rude, lOo Ixast'rous. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love ; 
Give me a case to put my visage in : [Putting on a mas4 

A visor for a visor ! — ^what care I, 
What curious eye doth quote deformities ? 
Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me. 

Beru Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in, 
But every man betake him to his legs. 

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels } 
For I am proverb'd.with a ffrandsire phrase, — 
I'll be a candle-holder, and Took on. 
But *tiB no wit to go. 
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Mer. Why, may one ask ? 

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-ni^ht. 

Mer, O, then, i see, queen Mab hath been with yon. 
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On iiie fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep : 
Her wagon-spokes made of long spinners' legs. 
The cover, of the wioffs of grasshoppers ; 
The traces, of the smtOlest spider's web ; ^ 
The collars, of the moonshine's wat'iy beams : 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film ; 
Her wagoner, a small gray-coated gnat, 
Not half so bi^ as a round little worm 
Prick'd from me lazy finger of a maid : 
Her chariot is an empty Hazel-nut, 
Made by the jomer squirrel, or old grub, 
Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers. 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love ; 
On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight : 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees ; 
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream ; 
Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose, 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit : 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep. 
Then dreams he of another benefice : 
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear ; at which he starts, and wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 
And sleeps again. 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; 

Thou talk'st of nothing. 

Mer, True, I talk of dreams ; 

Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 
And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north. 
And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence. 
Turning his face to the dew-dropping south. 

Ben, This wind, you talk of, blows us from ourselves ; 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Rom. I fear, too early : for my mind misgives, 
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Some consequence, vet hamring in the stars, 



Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
< With this nifffat*s revels ; and expire the term 
Of a despised life, cloe'd in my breast, 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 
But He, that hath the steerage of my course, 
Direct my sail ! — On, gentlemen. [ExeumL 

SCENE V.--ii HaU in Capulet's House. 
Enter Cafulet, 4«. with ihe Guests, and ihe Maskers. 

Gzp. You are welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day, 
That I have worn a visor ; and could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear, 
Such as womd please ; — 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone : 
You are welcome, gentlemen ! — Come, musicians, play. 

l^Music flaysy and ihey donee, 

Rom, What lady's that, which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder knight 7 

Serv, I know not, sir. 

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to bum bright ! 
Her beau^ han^ upon the cheek of night 
like a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear : 
The measure done, 111 watch her place of stand, 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, sight ! 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 

Tub. This, by his voice, should be a Montague : 
Fetch me my rapier, boy : — ^What ! dares the wave 
Come hither^ covered with an antic face. 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 
Now, by the stock and honor of my kin. 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

Cap. Why, how now, kinsman ? wherefore storm you so? 

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in spite, 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo is't ? 

Tyb. 'THs he, that villain RooMa 

Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone. 
He b^rs him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him. 
To be a virtuous and well-govem'd youth : 
1 would not for the wealth of all this town. 
Here in my house do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 
.t is my will ; the which if thou respect, 
Show a fair presence, and put off these frowns. 
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast 
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Tyh, It fits, when such a villain is a gnest ; 
Vti not endure him. 

Cap. He shall he endur'd ; 

Am Ithe master here, or you ? go to. 
Be quiet, cousin, or — ^I'll make you quiet. 

Tyh, Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greetmg. 
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall, 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [JE2M. 

Ram, K I profane with my unworthy hand [To Juuet. 

This holy shrine, the gentle nne is this,— 

Jvl, Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
For palm to palm is holy palmer's kiss. 

Kom, Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too 7 

Jvl, Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer. 

Rom, Thus, then, dear saint, let lips put up their prayer. [Seh 

Nurse, Madam, your mother craves a word with you. [luie$ her. 

Rom, What is her mother 7 

Nurse, - Marry, bachelor, 

Her mother is the lady of the house. 
And a sood lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 
I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 
I tell you, — ^he, uiat can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the chinks. 

Rom, Is she a Capulet 7 

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt 
Ben, Away, be^ne ; the sport is at the best. 
Rom, Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest. 
Cap, Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone ; 

We have a triflmg fooli^ banquet towards. 
Is it e'en so 7 Why, then I thank you all'; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ; ffood night: — 

I'll to my rest. [Exeunt aU but Juliet, and Nurses 

JuJ, Come hither, nurse ; What is yon gentleman 7 

Nurse, The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul, What's he, that now is going out of door 7 

Nurse, Marry, that, I think, he young Petruchio. 

Jul, What's he, that follows there, that would not dance 7 

Nurse, I know not. 

Jul, Go, ask his name : — ^if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse, His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jv2. My only iDve sprung from my only hate I 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 

Nurse. What's this 7 What's this 7 

Jul. A rhyme I leam'd even now 

Of one I danc'd widuJ. [One calls toWiinj Jxjlibt. 

Nurse. Anon, anon : 

Come« let's away : the strangers all are ^ne. [Exeunt 
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ACT II. 

Romeo, rtrack with the beanty and charaoter of Juliet, fofseti hb '* RoealiBe.»* Bt 
diiengaget himself from Mercatio and Benvolio, and anlen Capolet't gaidan, to Mik 
aa iaterview with Juliet. 

SCENE n.-lCapulet's Garden, 
Enter Romeo. 

Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a wound. — 

[Juliet appears abovCf at a mndow. 
But, soft ! what Hffht through yonder window breaks ! 
It is the east, and Juliet is Uie sun ! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pate with grief, 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she : 
She speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that ? 
Her eye discourses, 1 will answer it. — 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those sta|«, 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright. 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul, Ah me ! 

Rom, She speaks: 

O, speak again, bright an^l ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, oein^ o'er my head» 
As is a winded messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he bestrides the lazy pacing clouds, 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jtd, O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo t 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom, Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this 2 [Aside, 

Jul, 'Tis but thy name, that is my enemy ; 
What's in a name 7 that which we call a rose, 
By any other name would smell as sweet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
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Hetain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that title : — ^Romeo, doff thy name ; 
And for that name, which is no part of thee. 
Take all myself. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but love, and Pll be new baptized ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd in night, 
So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Rom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself. 
Because it is an enemy to thee. 

Jul, My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague 7 

Rom* Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

JuL How cam'st thou hither, tell me ? and wherefore 7 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art. 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love*s light wings did I o'er-perch these walls. 
For stony limits cannot hold love out ; 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

Jul. If thev do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye. 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet, 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

JuU I would not for the world they saw thee here : 
By whose direction found'st thou out this place ? 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire ; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash'd with the furthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul. Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my files; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek, 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke ; But farewell compliment ! 
Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say— Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear'st, 
Thou may'st prove false ; at lovers' perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 
If diou aost love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
III frown and be perverse, and sav thee ray. 
So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not tor the world. 
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In truth, fair Montagae, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may'st think my'havior light: 
But trust me, gentleman, 111 prove more true 
Than those th£ have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou over-heard'st, ere I was 'ware, 
My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to lignt love. 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom, Ladv, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops, — 

JxiL O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 
That monthly chajiges in her circled orb. 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

R<m. What shalll swear by 7 

Jvl, Do not Bwoar at aO } 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolatry. 
And i'U believe thee. 

Rom, If my heart's dear love — 

Jvl, Well, do not swear : although I joy In theo, 
I have no joy in this contract to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be. 
Ere one can say — ^It Tightens. Sweet, good night ! 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower wnen next we meet. 
Good night, ^ood night ! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to tliy lieart, as that within my breast ! 

RoTit. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied 7 

Jvl, What satisfaction canst thou have to-night 7 

Rom, The exchansfe of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 

JuL, I save thee mine before thou didst request it : 
And yet'l would it were to give again. 

Rom, Wouldst thou withdraw it 7 for what purpose, love 7 

Jvl. But to be frank and ^ve it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My iMunty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee. 

The more I have, for both are infinite. [Nurse caUs toithm^ 

1 hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu ! 
Anon, good nurse 7 — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Sti^, but a little, I will come asain. - [Exit 

Kom, O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard, 
Beinff in night, all this is but a dream. 
Too lattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet, above, 

Jul, Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, indeed, 
If that thv bent of love be honorable 
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Thy purpose marriage, send me word toHOiorrow, 
By one tnat I'll procure to come to thee, 
Where, and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot 1 11 lay, 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 

Nurse. [Within,] Madam. 

JtU, I come, anon : — ^But if thou mean'st not well, — 
I do beseech thee, — 

Nurse. [Within,] Madam. 

Jid. By and by, I come : — 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief; 
To-morrow wiU I send. 

Rom, So thrive my soul, — 

Jul, A thousand times good night ! [Exu 

Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy licht, — 
Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from their books ; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

[Retiring thiciff. 

Re-enter Juliet, ahcnoe, 

Jid. Hist ! Romeo, hist ! — O, for a falconer's voice, 
To lure this tassel-gentle back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where echo lies. 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Komeo's name. 

Rom. It is my soul that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo! 

Rom. My sweet ! 

Jul. At what o'clock to-monow 

Shall I send to thee ? 

Rom* At the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then. 
I have foi^t why I did call thee back. 

Rxmt. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

Jul, I shali forget to have thee still stand there, 
Rememb'ring how I love thy company. 

Rom, And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Foigettinff any other home but this. 

•mZ. 'Tis ahnost morning, I would have thee gone : 
And yet no fUKher than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor prisoner in lus twisted gyves. 
And with a silk thread plucks it bacK again 
80 loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Ram, I would, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, so would I : 
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Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 

Grood nififht, good night I parting is such sweet sorrow, 

That I SM say — good night, tm it be morrow. | Exit 

Rom, Sleep dwell upon tlidne eyes, peace in thy breast !— 
■Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest ! 
Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell ; 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [JSard 

SCENE m.— JHir Laurence's CeU. 

Enter Friar Laubence, toUh <( basket. 

Fru The my-ey'd mom smiles on the (rowiung night. 
Checkering me eastern clouds with streaks of^l^ht; 
Now ere the sun advance his burning eye. 
The day to cheer, and night's dank oew to dry, 
I must up-fill this osier cage of ours, 
With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 
O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities : 
For nought so vile that on the earth dotii live, 
But to the earth some special good doth give ; 
Nor aught so good, but, strainM from that fair use, 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 
And vice sometime's by action dignified. 
Within the infant rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence, and med'cine power : 
For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 
Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
in man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will : ^ 

And, where the worser is predominant, 
Full soon the canker death eats up that pknt. 

ErUer Romeo. 

Rom, Grood morrow, father ! 

Fri, Benedicite ! 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ? — 
Young son, it argues a distemper'd head. 
So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed : 
Care keeps his watch in every oW man's eye, 
And where care lod^s, sleep will never lie ; 
But where unbruisea youth with unstuff *d brain 
Doth couch his lin* m, there golden sleep doth reign . 
Therefore thy ear Imess doth me assure. 
Thou art up-rous'd by some distemp'rature, 
Or, if not so, then here I hit it right — 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Ram. That last is true, the sweeter rest was mine. 
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FrL Heavenpardcn sin ! wast thoU with Rosaline ? 

Ram. With Rosaline, my ghostly father ? no ; 
I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 

Pri. That's my good son : But where hast thou heen then ? 

Rom. I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 
I Imve been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within my help and holy physic Ues. 

Fri. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift ; 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is mi 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 
And all combin'd, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage ; When, and where, and how, 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow, 
I'll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray. 
That thou consent to marry us this dav. 

Fri. Holy Saint Francis ! what a change is here I 
Is Rosaline, wh(»n thou didst love so dear, 
So soon forsaken ? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jesu Maria ! what a deal of brine 
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline ! 
How much salt water thrown away in waste, 
To season love that of it doth not taste ! 
The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears. 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet : 
If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine, 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ; 
And art thou chang'd 1 pronounce this sentence then-^ 
Women may fall, when there's no strength in men. 

Rom. Thou chid'st me oft for loving Rosaline. 

Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 

Rom. And ba<f st me bury love. 

Fri. Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rtm. I pray thee, chide not : she, whom I love nof^ 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ; 
The other did not so. 

FrL O, she knew well. 

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spelL 
But come, young waverer, come go with me, 
In one respect HI thy assistant be ; 
For this alliance may so happy prove, 
To turn your households* rancor to pure love. 
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Ram. O, let 08 hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 

FrL Wisely, and slow; they stmnUe that run fiut. [Exeumi. 

SCENE IV.— A Street. 

Enter Benyolio, and MEBcuna 

Mer. Where should this Romeo be ? — 
Came he not home to-ni^t 7 

Ben, Not to his fathers ; I spoke with his man. 

Mer. Ah, that same pale hara-hearted girl, that Rosaline, 
Torments him so, that he will sure run nuul. 

Ben, Tybalt, the kinsman of dd Capulet, 
Ilath sent a letter to his Other's house. ^ 

Mer, A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo wm answer it 

Mer. Any man that can write, may answer a letter. 

Ben, Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he dares, being 
dared. 

Mer, Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead f shot thorough the 
ear with a love-eong ; the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 
bow-boy's butt-shaft ; And is lie a man to encounter Tybalt 7 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt? 

Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you. O, he is the 
courageous captain of compliments. He fights as you sing, keeps 
time, distance, and proportion; rests me his minim rest, one, two, 
and the third in your bosom ; the very butcher of a silk button, a 
duellist, a gentleman of the very first house,— of the firrt and second 
cause : Ah, the immortal passado ! the punto i^erso ! the hay ! 

Ben, The what 7 

Mer. The plague of such antic, lisping, affecting fantasticoes ; 
these i»ew tuners of accents ! — Mafoi, a very good blade ! — a very 
taU man ! — a very fine girl ! — Why, is not tnis a lamentable thing, 
mndsire, that we shoufi be thus afflicted with these strange flies, 
Siese fashioFt-mongers, these pardonnez^moys 7 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring. Siguier Romeo, ban 
jour ! there's a French salutation for you. 

Rom, Good-morrow to you both. 

'Mer. You gave us the counterfeit last night 

Ram. What counterfeit did I give you 7 

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip ; Qm you not receive 7 

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was great; and, in 
■uch case as mine, a man may strain courtesy. 

Enter Nurse, and Petbb. 
Nurse. Peter! 
Peter. Anon 7 



B/OIMEO AND JT7LIBT. ^ 217 

Nurse, My fim, Peter. 

Mer. Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face ; for her fan's the 
fiiirer of the two. 

Nurse. Give ye good-morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. Give ye gwA den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may find the 
young Romeo ? 

Rmn, I am the youngest of that name, for fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. If you he he, sir, I desire some confidence 
with you. 

Mer, Romeo, will you come to your father's ? — ^we'U to dmner 
thither. 

Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell. 

[Exeunt Mercutio, and Benvolio. 

Nurse. Marry, farewell ! — ^I pray you, sir, what saucy merchant 
was this, that was so full of his roguery ? 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear himself talk ; and 
will speak more in a minute, than he will stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing against me, I'll take him down. — 
Pray you, sir, a word : and as I told you, my young lady bade me 
inquire you out ; what she bade me say, I will keep to myself: but 
first let me tell ye, if ye should lead her into fool's paradise, as they 
say, it were a very gross kind of behavior, as they say : for the gen- 
tlewoman is young ; and, therefore, if you should deal double with 
her, truly, it were an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, and 
very weak dealing. 

Horn. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mistress. I protest 
unto thee, — 

Nurse. Good heart ! and, i' faith, I will tell her as much : oh, she 
will be a joyful woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse ? thou dost not mark me. 

Nurse. 1 will tell her, sir, — ^that you do protest ; which, as I take 
it, is a gentlemanlike ofier. 

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to shrift 
This afternoon ; 

And there she shall at friar Laurence' cell 
Be shriv'd, and married. Here is for thy pains. 

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

Rom. Go to ; I say, you shall. 

Nurse. This afternoon, sir ? well, she shall be there. 

Rom. Farewell ! — Commend me to thy lady. [Exit 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. — ^Peter ! 

Peter. Anon? 

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before. [ExeuM* 
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SCENE v.— Capulet's Garden. 

Enter Juliet. 
JvL The clock struck nine, when I did send the nniM} 
In half an hoar she promis'd to return. 
Perchance, she cannot meet him : — that's not so.-— 
O, she is lame ! love's heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams. 
Now is the sun upon the hiffhmost hill 
Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, — ^vet she is not come. 
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood, 
She'd be as swift in motion as a ball. 

Enter tiviee, 
O, she comes ! — O honey nurse, what news ? 
Now, ffood sweet nurse, — O ! why look'st thou so sad 9 
Thou^ news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; — 
If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse. I am aweary, give me leave a while ; — 
Pye, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have I had ! 

Jtd. I would, thou hadst my bones, and I thy news : 
Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ; — gdod, good nurse, speak. 

Nurse. What haste ? can you not stay a while ? 
Do you not see, that I am out oi breath ? 

Jul, How art thou out of breath, when thou hast In^ath 
To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay, 
Is longer man the tale thou dost excuse. 
Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that ; 
Say either, and I'll stav the circumstance : 
Let me be satisfied, Is^t good or bad ? 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice ; yon know not how 
to choose a man. — Gro thy ways, girl ; serve Heaven. — ^What, have 
you dined at home ? 

Jv2. No, no : But all this did I know before ; 
What says he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nurse. Oh, how my head aches ! what a head have I ! 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. — 
Beshrew your heart, for sending me about. 
To catch my death with jaunti^ up and down? 

Jul. r faith, I am sorry that mou art not well : 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love t 

Nurse. Your love sajrs Hke an honest gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome. 
And, I warrant, a virtuous : — ^Where is your mother ? 

Jnl, Where is my mother ? — why, she is within ; 
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Where should she he ? How oddly thou reply'st ? 
Your love says like an hofiest gerUteman^ — 
Where is your mother! 

Nurse. Many, come up, I trow ; 

Is this the poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

Jtd, Here's such a coil. — Come, wh^t says Romeo ? 

Nurse, Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ? 

Jul, I have. 

Nurse, Then hie you hence to friar Laurence' ceU, 
There stays a husband to make vou a wife. 
Go ; I'll to dinner : hie you to the cell. 

Jul, Hie to high fortune ! — ^honest nurse, farewell. f Exeunt 

SCENE Yl.^Priar Laurence's CeU, 

Enter Friar Latjeence, and Romeo. 

Fri, So smile the heavens upon this holy act, 
Thi^ after-hours with sorrow cnide us not ! 

Rom, Amen, amen ! but come what sorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our mmds with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri, These violent deHghts have violent ends. 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder. 
Which, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest hooey 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness. 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too Bwift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady ; — O, so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestride the gossamers 
That idle in the wanton summer air. 
And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jid, Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fri, Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 
^Jul, As much to him, else are his thanks too much. 

Rofn, Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazo^it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This aeighbor sir, and let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words. 



2i0 SHAXSPBABlAif BBADim. 

BngB of his substance, not of ornament : 
They are bat beggars that can count theur worth ; 
But my true love is ctowu to such excess, 
I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make short work ; 
For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone. 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. lExeunt^ 

ACT III. 

TybaH, iad^[nuit at Romeo's intnuion at Capolet's feast, se^ occasion to qnaird wHk 
feoi ; Romeo lefoses to fight,— Mercatio chaUenges Tybalt and falls in the moonnter. 
Romeo arenfes his death by slaying Tybalt, and is condemned by the Dnke to petpetul 
ktmukment from Venma. 

SCENE n.— -A Room in Capulet's House. 
Enter Juliet. 
JUL Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phcebus' mansion ; such a wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip vou to the west, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 
Give me my Romeo : smd, wl^n he shall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little stars. 
And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 
That all the world will be in love with night, 
And pay no worship to the garish sun. 
O, here comes my nurse, 

Enter Nurse. 
And she brings news ; and every tongue that speaks 
But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 
Now, nurse, what news ? 
Ah me ! whv dost thou wrinff thy hands ? 

Nurse, Ah well-a-day ! he^s dead, he's dead, he's dead ! 
We are undone, lady, we are imdone ! — 
Alack the day ! — he^s gone, he's kill'd, he's dead ! 

Jul^ Can neaven be so envious ? 

Nurse, . Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot : — O Romeo, Romeo ! — ' 

Whoever would have thought it ?— Romeo ! 

Jul. What demon art thou, that dost torment me thus t 
Hath Romeo slain himself ? say thou but ay. 
And that bare little word shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice. 

Nurse, I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes^ — 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 
Pale, pale as ashes ; — I swooned at the sight. 

Jul, O break, my heart ! — ^poor bankrupt, break at once I 
To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ! 
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Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion hefe ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had! 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman ! 
That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

Jul, What storm is this, that blows so contrary 7 
Is Romeo slaughter'd ; and is Tybalt dead ? 

Nurse, lYbalt is gone, and Riomeo banished ; 
Romeo, that killed him, he is banished. 

Jul. O heaven ! did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's bxiod t 

Nurse, It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did. 

Jul, O serpent heart, hid with a flow'ring face ! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? • \ 

O, that deceit shoula dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. There's no trust, 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur'd. 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

Jul. Blister'd be thy tongue. 

For such a wish ! he was not bom to shame ! 
Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit ; 
For 'tis a throne where honor may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
O, what a wretch was I to chide at him ! 

Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill'd your cousin f 

JuJ. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ah, poor my lora, what tongue shall smooth thy name. 
When I, thy three hours' wife, have mangled it ? — 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe. 
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
My husband lives, that Tybalt would have islain. 
And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband : 
All Jjiis is comfort ; Wherefore weep I then ? 
Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death. 
That murder'd me : I would forget it fain ; 
But, O ! it presses to my memory, 
TybnU is dead, and Romeo — banished. 
That — hanishedy that one word— ^antsAed, 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. 
Romeo is banished. In tKat one word. 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
All slain, all dead. 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ? 

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse : 
Will you go to them ? I will brinff you thither. 

Jul. Wiaih they his wounds with tears, mine shaU be spent 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment 

Nurse. Hie to yom chaoiber : I'U find Rmneo 
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To comfort voa : I wot well where he is. 
I'll to him ; he is hid at Laurence' cell. 

Jul, O find him ! gi?e this ring to my trae knight, 
And bid him come to take his last &rewdl. iBxewtL 

SCENE m.— JFVtar Lanrence's Cell 
Enter Friar Laxirehce, and Robieo. 

FH, Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful man : 
Affliction is epamor'd of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Rom, Father, what news ? what is the prince's doom 7 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 
ThatI yet know not? 

Fri, Too familiar 

Is my dear son with such sour company ; 
I bring diee tioings of the prince's doom. 

Rom, What less than doomsday is the prince's doom Y 

FH, A gentler judgment vanish'd from his hps, 
Not body's deathfbut Dody's banishment 

Rom, Ha ! banishment ? be merciful, say— death : 
For exile hath more terror in his look. 
Much more than death : do not say — banishment. 
'Tis death mis-term'd : calling death — banishment. 
Thou cutt'st my head off with a golden axe. 
And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me. 

FH, O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Tby ftiult our law calls death ; but the kind prince 
Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law, 
And tum'd that black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Rom, 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here 
Where luliet lives. 
Oh Father ! how hast thou the heart. 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 
A sin-absolver, and my mend profess'd, 
To man^e me with that word--bani8hment ? 

FH, Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a wwd* 

Rom, O, thou wilt speak again of banishment 

FH, I'll give thee armor to keep off that wcurd ; 
Adversity's sweet milk, philoso[^y. 
To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom, Yet banished ? — Hang up plulosophy I 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet. 

Fru O, then I see that madmen have no ears. 

Rom, How should they, when that wise men have no eyef Y 

FH, Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 

Rom, Thou canst not speak of what thou dost not feel : 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love. 
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Vn hoar but married, Tybalt murdered, 
Doting like me, and like me banished. 
Then might'st thou speak, thhn might'st thou tear thy hair 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, 
Taking the measure of an unmade jmve. 

FrL Arise ; one knocks ; good Romeo, hide thyself. 

[Knocking wUhm, 

Rom. Not I ; unless the breath of heart-sick groans, 
Mist-like, infold me from the search Of eyes. [Knoclcmg. 

FrL Hark, how they knock ! — ^Who's there 7 — Romeo, arise ; 
Thou wilt be taken :— -Stay awhile :•— stand up ; t Knocking, 

What wilfulness is this ? — ^I come, I come. iKnocking. 

Who faoiocks so hard ? whence come you ? what's your wllL 

Nurse. [Within.] Let me come in, and you shall know my eiw 
I come from my lady Juliet. [rand. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

ETi/er Nurse. 

Nurse. O holy friar ; O, teU me, holy friar, 
Where is my laay*s lord, where's Romeo ? 

Fri. There on the ground, with his own tears made drunk. 

Nurse. O, he is even in my mistress' case. 
Just in her case ! 

JFVt. O woful sjrmpathy ! 

Piteoas predicament ! 

Nurse. Even so lies she. 

Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man : 
For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise. 

Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet 7 how is it with her 9 
Doth she not think me an old murderer. 
Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood 7 
Where is she 7 how doth she 7 and what says she 7 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and weepe ; 
And now Mis on her bed ; and then starts up, 
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 

Rom. As if that name, 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 
Did marder her ; as that name's cursed hand 
Murder'd her kinsmam — O tell me, friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodge 7 tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. [Draws his sword 

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand : 

Art thou a man 7 thy form cries out thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts dd&ote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast. 
Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order, 
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I thooflfat thy disposition better temper'd. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt 7 wilt thou slay thyself 7 
And sky thy lady too that lives in thee7 
What, rouse theOt man ! thy Juliet is alive. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 
But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set. 
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 
Where tliou shalt live, tul we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reccxioile your friends, 
B^ pardon of the prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred tiiousand times more joy 
Than thou went'st forth in lamentation. — 
Go, before, nurse : commend me to thy^lady ; 
And bid her hasten all the house to rest. 
Romeo is coming. 

Nurse, O, I could have staid here all the night. 
To hear eood counsel : O, what learning is ! — 
My lord. Ill teU my lady you will come. 

Rom, Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 

Nurse, Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir : 
Hie you, make haste, for it ffrows very late. [Exit Nurse 

Rjom, How well my comfort is reviv'd by this ! 

FrL Go hence : (xooA night ;' and here stands all your state ; 
Either begone before the watch be set. 
Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; I'll find out your man. 
And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give ma thy hand ; 'tis late : farewell ; good night 

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief, so brief to part with thee : 
Farewell. [Exewni, 

SCENE v.— Juliet's Chamber. 
Enter Romeo, and Jjjuet. 

Jul, Wilt thou be gone 7 it is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark. 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of tMne ear; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the ni^tingale. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the mom. 
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Night's candles areoumt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops ; 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Jv2. Yon light is not day-li^t, I know it, I : 
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It 16 some meteor that the sun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 
Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death ; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I'U say, yon gray is not the morning's eye, 
Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
Th« vanity heaven so high above our heads : 
I have more care to stay than will to go ; — 
Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it sa — 
How is't, my soul ? let's talk, it is not day. 

Jul, It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away ; 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune, 
Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps. 
O, now be gone ; more light and light it grows. 

Rom. More light and %ht 1 — more dark and dark our woes. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse, Madam! 

Jul, Nurse? 

Nurse. Your lady mother's coming to your chamber . [Ex. Nurse. 

Rom. Farewell, ferewell ! one kiss, and FU descend. 

[RoBfXO deseehdi. 

Jul. Art thou gone so ? my love ! my lord ! my friend ! 
I must hear from thee every day i' the hour. 
For in a minute there are many days : 
O ! by this count I shall be much in years. 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 

Rom. Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul. O, think'st thou, we Mall ever meet again ? 

Rom. I doubt it not ; and all these woes sludl serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jul. O Heaven ! I have an ill-divining soul ; 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb ; 
Either my eye-sight fails, or thou Jook'st pale. 

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye, so do you : 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adiea ! adieu ! [ESxU Romeo. 

Jul. O fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle : 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown'd for faith ? Be fickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But send him back. 
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ACT IV. 

Cbpulet detannuin to many Joliet, immediately, to the ConstyPam ; the faB|.VH«i ha 
parents in vam, to defer the match,— distracted at the thooght of beisf oompened tt 
marry a seooad hosbaad whQe Borneo is yet Uringt she cobsoHs Friar Laoreiioe in her 
nztreau^. 

SCENE L^Friar Laurence's CdL 
Enter Friar Laurence, and Paris. 

FrL On Thnreday, sir ? the time is very short 

Par. My father Uapolet will have it so ; 
And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Fri, You say, you do not know the lady's mind ; 
Uneven is the course, I like it not 

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death. 
And therefore have I little talk'd of love ; 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous, 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ; 
And, in his wi^om, hastes our marriage. 
To stop the inundation of her tears ; 
Which, too much minded by herself alone, 
H^y be put from her by society : 
Now, do you know the reason of this haste ? 

FrL I would I knew not why it should be slow'd. [Ands. 

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 

Enter Jxtldet. 

Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife ! 

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 

Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday next. 

ful. What must be, shall be. 

Fri. That's a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this father ? 

Jul. To answer that, were to confess to you. 
Are you at leisure, holy father, now ; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? 

Fri. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, now : — 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. Heaven shield, I should disturb devotion ! 
Juliet, farewell. [ExU PABm 

Jid. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so. 
Come weep with me : Past hope, past cure, past help ! 

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief; 
[t strains me past the compass of my wits : 
C hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it. 
On Thursday next be marrieS to this county. 

Jul Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this, 
Uoless thou tell me how I may prevent it : 



SOMEO AND JTTLIKT. tMfl 

Uj in thy wisdom, thou canst give* no help, 

Uo thou but call my resolution wise, 

And with this knife 111 help it presently. 

Heaven joined my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands* 

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd, 

Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 

Turn to another, this shall slay them both • 

Th^^fore, out of thy long-experiencM time, 

Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 

Twixt my extremes and me this bloody kiife 

Shall play the umpire. 

Fri, Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
Ab that is desperate which we would prevent 
If, rather than to marry County Paris, 
Tliou hast the strength of will to slay thyself; 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame, 
That cop'st with death himself to^scape fix)m it ; 
And, if thou dar'st, PU give thee remedy. 

jid, O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
Prom off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; cnain me with roaring bears y 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O'er-covered quite with dead men's rattling bones ; 
Or Ind me go into a new-made grave, 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me tremble 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 

Fri, Hold, then; go home, be merry, give consert 
To marry Paris : WSnesdav is to-morrow : 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone. 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, bein^ then in bed, 
And this distilled liquor dnnk thou off; 
When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humor, which shall seize 
Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat : 
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st ; , 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall, 
like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, depriv'd of supple government. 
Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death: 
And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk death 
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Thou shalt remain full two and fo^ hours, 
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
Now when the brideffroom in the morning comes 
To ronse thee from my bed, there art tiiou dead : 
Then (as the manner of our countnr is^ 
In thy best robes uncover'd on the bier, 
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault. 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 
In the mean tune, against thou shalt awake. 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift : 
And hither shall he come ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 
And this shall free thee from this present shame ; 
If no unccmstant toy, nor womanish fear, 
Abate thy valor in the acting it 

Jvl, Give me, O give me ! tell me not of fear. 

Fri* Hold ; get vou ffone, be strong and prosperous 
In this resolve : ril send a fHar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lorci. 

Jvl. Love, give me strength ! and strength shall help aflR>id. 
Farewell, dear father ! [Exema 

SCENE III.— Juliet's Chamber. 

Enter Juliet, and Nurse. 

Jul. Ay, those attires are best :>-^But, gentle nnrse, 
I prav thee, leave me to myself to-night ; 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state. 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin. 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. What, are you busy ? do you need my help ? 

Jyl. No, madam ; we have cuU'd such necessaries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone. 
Ana let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands full all. 
In this so sudden business. 

ha. Cap. Good night ! 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

* [Exeunt Lady Cafulet, and Nurse. 

Jvl. Farewell ! — ^heaven knows, when we shall meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins. 
That almost freezes up the heat of ufe : 
ril call them back agun to comfort me :-— 
Nurse ! — ^What shomd she do here ? 
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My dismal scene I needs must act alone. — 
Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all 7 
Must I of for«e be married to the county ? — 
No, no ; — ^this shall forbid it : — ^lie thou there. — 

[Laying down a da, 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead ; 
Lest in this marriaee he should be dishcmor'd, 
Because he married me before to Romeo ?^ 
I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not, 
For he hath still been tried a holy man : 
I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there's a fearful point ! 
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ? 
Or, if I live, is it not very like. 
The horrible conceit of death and night. 
Together with the terror of the place. 
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle. 
Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but sreen in earth, 
lies fest'ring in his shroud ; i^ere, as they say, 
At some hours in the night spirits resort :— 
O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught. 
Environed with all these hideous fears ? 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ? 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman's bone, 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ? 
O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 
Seeking out Romeo. — Stay, Tybalt, stay J — 
Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[She throws herself on the bed, 

Juliet bdBg rappoied dead is interred in " the Tomb of the Cnpnkli." 

ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Mantua. A Street. 
Enter Romeo. 
Rom. If 1 may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 
My dreams presage some jojrful news at hand : 
My bosom's lord sits lighdy in his throne ; 
And, all this day, an unaccustom'd spirit 
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lifts me $boye the ground widi cheerfal thongfata. 
I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ; 
And Inreath'd audi life with kisses in my lips, 
That I leviv'd, and was an emperor. 

ErUer Balthasah. ^ 

News from Verona ! — ^How now, Baltbasar ? 
Dost thou not bring me letters firom the fiiar t 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well ?. 
How fares my Jmiet 7 That I ask again ; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be welL 

Bid. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill : 
Her body sleeps in Capnlet's momunCTt, 
And her immortal part with angels lives. 
I saw her laid low in her kindred's vanh, 
And presently took post to tell it you : 

pardon me for bringing these ifl news, 
Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 

Rom, Is it even so ? then I defy ^oa, stars ! — 
Thou know'st my lodging : get oe mk and paper. 
And hire po6t-h<nBes : I will nence to-night. 

Bal. Pardon me, sir, I will not leave you thus : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Rom. Tush, thou art deceiv'd ; 

Leave me, and do the thing I \Ad thee do. 
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar ? 

Bed. No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter: get thee gone. 

And hire those horses ; 111 be with thee straight. [JE^ Baltkasab 
Well, Juliet, I will be with thee to-night 
Let's see for means : — O, mischief ! mou art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! 

1 do remember an apothecary, — 

And hereabouts he dwells, — whom late I noted 

In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 

CuUing of simples ; meagre were his looks, 

Sharp misery had worn mm to the bones : 

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung, 

An alligator stuffd, and other skins 

Of ill-shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves 

A beggarly account of empty boxes. 

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 

Remnants of fMickthread, and old cakes of rosesi 

Were thinly scatter'd to make up a show. 

Noting his penury, to myself I said — 

An if a man did need a poison now 

Whosn sale is present deatli in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiJOT wretch would se^. it him. 
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Oy this same thought did but fore-nin my need 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. — 
What, ho! apothecary! 

Enter Apothecary. 

Ap. Who Qalls so loud ? 

Rom^ Come hither, man. — ^I see, that thou art ooor: 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gear 
As will disperse itself through all the vems, 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead. 

Ap, Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's law 
Is death, to any he that utters them. 

Rom, Art thou so bare and full of wretchedness, 
And fear'st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks. 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes. 
Upon thy back hangs ragged misery, 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap, My poverty, but not my wOl, consents. 

Kom, t pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap. Put tms in any liquid thing you will, 
Andf drink it off; and, if you had the strength 
Of twentymen, it would dispatch you stra^ht 

Rom, There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's soulsy 
Doing more murders in this loathsome world, 
Than these poor compiounds that thou may'st not sell : 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell : buy food, and get thyself in flesh. — 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for tnere must I use thee. [ExetcnL 

Friar Lanreaoa leanu that the mesaenger to Romeo has failed. He goei to the chmrali- 
yard to remove Juliet from the Tomb. 

SCENE m.— A ChurchrYard; %n ity a Monument belonging to thi 
Capulets, 

Enter Pabis, and his Page, hearing floioers and a torch. 
Par, Give me thy torch, boy : Hence, and ttand aloof; — 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yon yew trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground ; 
So shaU no foot upon the church-yard tread, 
(Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves,) 
DVLt thou shalt hear it : whisSe then to me 
As signal that thou hear'st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
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Page. I am almost afinid to stand alone 
Here m the church-yard ; yet I will adventure. [ISeearet 

Par, Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed I strew. 
Fair Jnliet, that with angels dost remain, 
Accept this latest favor at my hands ; 
That living honor'd thee ; and, being dead. 

With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb ! [ The Boy tofttstles. 

The boy gives warning, something doth appoaclu 
What cnreed foot wanders this way to-night. 
To cross my obsequies, and true love's rites ? 
What, with a torch ! — muflie me, night, a whUe. [Retvm, 

Enter Romeo, and Balthasar, with a torch, mattock^ 4«. 

Rom, Give me that mattock, and the wrenching iron 
Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Give me the li^t : Upon thy life I charge thee, 
Whatever thou hear'st or seest, stand all doof. 
And do not interrupt me in my course. 
Why I descrad into this bed of d^di,- 
Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 
But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a rin?, that I must use 
In dear employment : therefore hence, be gone : — 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do. 
By heaven, I will tear tliee joint by joint. 
And strew this hungry church-yara with thy limbs: 
The time and my intents are savage-wild ; 
More fierce, and more inexorable far. 
Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

Bal 1 will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Rom, So shalt thou show me friendship. — Take thou that 
live, and be prosperous ; and farewell, good fellow. 

Bal For all this same, 111 hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I douttt. [Retires. 

Rom, Thou detestable maw, 
Gorg'd vdth the dearest morsel of the earth. 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking open the door of the monument 
And, in despite, Til cram thee with more food ! 

Par, Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague ; [Advtmce* 

Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go vrith me, for thou must die. 

Rom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I hither.~- 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man. 
Fly hence and leave me ; — ^think upon these gone ; 
Let them afiright thee : — ^I beseech thee, you3i, 
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Heap not another sin upon my head. 
By urging me to fury : — O, be gone ! 
By heaven, I love thee better tluin myself; 
For I come hither arm'd against myself: 
Stay not, be gone ; — ^live, and hereafter say — 
A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 

Par. 1 do defy thy conjurations, 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom, Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee, boy. 

[ThetfJighL 

Par, O, I am slain ! — [FaUs.] — If thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [Dies, 

Rom, In faith, I will : — ^Let me peruse this face ; — 
M ercutio's kinsman, noWe County Paris. — 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book ! 
Pll bury thee in a triumphant grave, — 
For here lies Juliet. — O, my love ! my wife ! 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd ; heauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks. 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there-* 
Ah, dear Juliet, why art thou yet so fair ? 
Here, here will I remain : O, here 
Will I set up my everlasting rest ; 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world-wearied flesh. 
Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavory guide ! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashmg rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here's to my love ! — [Drinks.] — O, true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. — ^Thus with a kiss I die. [Dies, 

Enter, at the other end of the church-yard. Friar Laurencs, vnih a 
lantern, crow, and spade, 

Fri. Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to-night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves ? — ^Who's there ? 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead ? 

Bah Here's one, a friend, and one that knows you well. 

Fri, Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend, 
What torch is yond, that vainly lends ms light 
To grubs and eyeless skulls ; as I discern, 
It bumeth in the Capel's monument. 

Bah It doth so, holy sir ; and there's my master, 
One that you love. 

Fri, Who is it ? 

Bah Romeo. 

JFVt. How long hath he been there ? 

Bdl. Full half an hour. 
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Fri, Gc with me to the finlt 

BaL Idaieiiot,sir: 

My master knows not, but I am gone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me wim death, 
If I did stay to look on his intents. 

FrL Stay then, Fli go alone : — ^Fear comes upon me ; 
O, much I fear some iU unlucky thing. 

Bal. As 1 did sleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought, 
And that my master slew him. 

FrL Romeo ! — [Advanoes 

Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stams 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre ? — 
What mean these masterless and gory swords 
To lie discolor'd by this place of peace ? [Enters the nwnumenL 

Romeo I O, pale ! — ^Who else ? what, Paris too ? 
And steep'd m blood ? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guiltr of this lamentable chance ! — 
The lady stirs. [Juliet wakes and stirs, 

JuU O, comfortable friar ! where is my ord ? 
I do remember well where I should be, 
And there I am : Where is my Romeo ? ' [Noise withm, 

Fri, I hear some noise. — Lady, come from that nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep ; 
A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away : 
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
And Paris too ; come, Fll dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns ; 
Stay not to question, for the watch is comin? ; 
Ck>me, go, good Juliet — [Noise again,] I oare stay no longer. 

[Exit, 

Jul Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. — 
What's here ? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand ? 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end : — 
O churl ! drink all ; and leave no friendly drop. 
To help me after ? — ^I will kiss thy lips ; 
Haply, some poison vet doth hang on them, 
To make me die with a restorative. [Kisses him 

Thy lips are warm ! 

1st Watch. [Within.] Lead, boy :— Which way ? 

Jul. Yea, noise ? — then Fll be brief. — O happy dagger ! 

[Snatching Romeo's dagger. 
This is thy sheath ; [Slabs herself,] there rust, and let tne die. 

[FaUs on Romeo's bodyj and dies. 
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This Play is jnsilypIaoedunoDg the iDOtt perfect of Shftkspeaie'teomiXMit^^ TIm 
master-pieoe of character, as exhibited in Shylock the Jew, would alone entitle it to thb 
elaasificatioB. 

The doable plot of this Drama was borrowed by Shakspeare from traditionary stories 
current in his time. The Jews at that period were a despised and penecnted race ; the Poet 
has lent himself to the fn^a^ceM entertained by Christians against Jews, and yet he has 
made Shylock appear as the champion and avenger of an oppressed people, rather than the 
sordid contemptible character, then thongbt to be the distinctive qualification oi " God'a 
ancient people/' 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L— Venice. A StreeL 
Enter Ahtohio, Salabiho, and Hhi,kwm 

AnL In 800th, I know not why I am so sad ; 
It wearies me ; you say, it wearies you ; 
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What stuff 'tis made of, whereof it is born, 
i am to learn ; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me» 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

Solar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies with portly sail,^ 
Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood, 
Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, — 
Do overpeer the petty traffickers. 
That curt'sy to tnem, do them reverence. 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Solan, Believe me, sir, had I such venture fofdif 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes a^noad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads ; 
And every object, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me sad. 

Solar, My wind, cooling my brolly 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a vdnd too great might do at sea. 
I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 
But I should think of shallows and of flats ; 
And. see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand, 
Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs, 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to church. 
And see the holy edifice of stone, 
And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks 9 
Which touching but my gentle vessel's side. 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream ; 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks ; 
And, in a word, but even now worth this. 
And now worth nothuig ? Shall I have the thoi^gfat 
To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought, 
That such a thinff,.bechanc'd, would make me sad } 
But tell not me ; i know Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandise. 

Ant. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures ard not in one bottcmi trusted. 
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Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune Df this present year : 
Therefore, my merchandise makes me not sad. 

Boian, Why then you .are in love. 

Am. Fye, fye ! 

Salon. Not in love neither ? Then let's say, you are sad, 
Because you are not merry : and 'twere as easy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and say, you are merry. 
Because you are not sad. Now, hy the two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through thdr eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper : 
And other of such vinegar aspect, 
That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile. 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laugliable. 

ErOer Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gsatiano. 

Solan, Here comes Bassanie, your most noble kinsman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well ; 
We leave you now with better company. 

Solar. I would have staid till I had made you merry 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Am. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 
I take it, your own business calls on you, 
And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Solar. Good morrow, my good lords. 

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh 7 Say, when 7 
Yon grow exceemng strange : Must it be so 7 

S3mr. We'll male our leisures to attend on yours. 

[Exeum Salabino, and Salahia 

Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found Antonio, 
We two will leave you : but, at dinner time, 
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 

Boss. I will not fail you. 

Gra. You look not well, i^gnior Antonio ; 
You have too much respect upon the world : 
They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, vou are marvellously chang'd. 

Am. I hold the world but as me wond, Gratiano ; 
A stage, where every man must play a part, 
And mine a sad one. 

Gra. Let me play the Fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come. 
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster 7 
Sleep when he wakes 7 and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish 7 I tell thee what, Antonio, — 
I love tiiee, and it is my love that speaks ; — 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
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Jjo cream and mantle, like a standmg pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, 

With purpose to be dress'd in an opinion 

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

As who shoSd say, / am Sir Oracle^ 

And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark ! 

O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise. 

For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure, 

If they should speak, would almost damn lliose ears, 

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers, iotiim, 

ril tell thee more of this anoth» time : 

But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 

For this fool's gudgeon, this ofunion. — 

Come, good Lorenzo : Fare ye well, a while ; 

I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor, Well, we wiU leave you then till dinner-time. 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Gra, Well, keep me company but two years more. 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 

Ant. Farewell : I'll grow a talker for this gear. 

Chra. Thanks, i' faith ; for silence is only commendable 
In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendible. 

[Exeunt Gratiano, and Lorenzu 

Ant, Is that any thing now ? 

Bass, Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, mate than any 
man in all Venice : His reasons are as two grains of wheat hid in 
two bushels of chaff; you shall seek all day ere you find them ; and, 
when you have them, they are not worth the search. 

Ant, Well ; tell me now, what lady is this same. 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 
That you to-day promis'd to tell me of ? 

Bass. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have disabled mine estate, 
By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance : 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly off from the great debts. 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal. 
Hath left me gaged : To you, Antonio, 
I owe the most, in money, and in love ; 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburden all my plots, and purposes, 
How to set clear ^f all the debts Lowe. 

Ant, 1 pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it p 
And, if it stand, as you yourself sitill do, 
Within the eye of honor, be assur'd 
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My purse, mv person, my extremest means, 
Lie all milock'a to your occasions. 

Bass, In my schod-days, when I had lost one shaft. 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same way, with more advi^ watch, 
To find the other forth ; and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both : I urge this childish proof. 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 
1 owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth. 
That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again. 
And thuikfully rest debtor for the first 

Ant, You Imow me well, and herein spend but tiin§ 
To wind about my love with circumstance ; 
And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong, ' 

In making question of my uttermost. 
Than if you had made waste of all 1 have : 
Then do but say to me what I should do, 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am prest into it : therefore, speak. 

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 
And she is fair, and, fairer than that word. 
Of wond'rous virtues ; sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 
Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalued 
To Cato's daimhter, Brutus' Portia. 
Nor is the wkle world ignorant of her worth ; 
For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 
Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos' stnuad. 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

my Antonio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift. 
That I should questionless be fortunate. 

Ant, Thou know'st, that all my fortunes are at sea : 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore so forth. 
Try what my credit can in Venice do ; 
Tliat shall be rack'd, even to the uttermost. 
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is ; and I no question make, 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. ■ Exe%m, 
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SCENE n.— Belmont A Rown in Pobtia's Hoiue. 
Enter Portia, arid Nekissa. 

Par, By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a-weary of this great 
world. 

Ner, Yoa would be, sweet madam, if your miseries were in the 
same abondance as your good fortunes are : And yet, for aught I 
see, they are as sick that surfeit with too much, as they that starve 
with nothing : It is no mean happiness, therefore, to be seated in the 
mean ; superfluity comes sooner by wlidte hairs, but competency lives 
longer. * 

For, Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner, They would be better, if well followed. 

Par, If to do were as easy as to know what were good to do, 
chapels had been churches, and poor men's cottages, princes' palaces. 
It is a good divine that follows his own instructions : I can easier 
teach twen^ what were good to be done, than be one of the twenty 
to follow mine own teaching. The brain may devise laws f(»r die 
blood ; but a hot temper leaps over a cold decree : such a hare is 
madness, the youth, to skip o'er the meshes of good counsel, the 
cripple. But this reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me a 
husband : — O me, the word choose ! I may neither choose whom I 
would, nor refuse whom I dislike ; so is the will of a living daufirhter 
curb'd by the will of a dead father : — ^Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I 
cannot choose one, nor refuse none ? 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous ; and holy men, at their death, 
have good inspirations ; therefore, the lottery, that he hath devised in 
these three chests, of goM, silver, and lead, (whereof who chooses 
his meaning, chooses you,) will, no doubt, never be chosen by any 
ri^tly, but one who you shall rightly love. But what warmth ia 
there in your affection towards any of these princely suitors that are 
already come? 

Par, 1 pray thee, ovemame them ; and as thou namest them, I 
will descr&e them ; and according to my description, level at my af- 
fection. 

Ner, First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

Par, Ay, that's a colt, indeed], for he does nothing but talk of his 
horse ; and he makes it a great appropriation to his own good parts, 
that he can shoe him himself. 

Ner, Then, is there the county Palatine. 

Por, He doth nothing but frown ; as who should say. And if you, 
toiU not have me, choose : he hears merry tales, and smOes not : I 
fear, he will prove the weeping philosopher when he grows old, being 
BO full of unmannerly sadness in lus youth. I had rather be married 
to a death's head with a bone in his mouth, than to either of these. 
Heaven defend me from these two ! 

Ner, How say you by the French lord. Monsieur Le Bon ? 

Por. Heaven made mm, and therefore let him pass for a man. 

Ner, You need not fear, lady, the having any of these lords ; they 
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have acquainted me with their detenninations : which is, indeed, to 
return to their home, and to trouble you with no more suit ; unless, 
you may be won by some other sort than your father's imposition, 
depending on the caskets. 

Par. \i I hye to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as chaste as Diana, 
unless I be obtained by the manner of my father's will : I am glad 
this parcel of wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not one among 
them but I dote on his very absence, and I pray Heaven grant them 
a fisdr departure. 

JVer. Do you not remember, lady, in your father's time, aVene* 
tian, a scholar, and a sdldier, that came hither in company of the 
Marquis of Montferrat ? 

Par. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think, so was he called. 

Ner. True, madam ; he, of all tiie men that ever my foolish eyes 
looked upon, was the best deserving a fair lady. 

Pw, I remember him well ; and I remember him worthy of thy 
praise. — ^How now ! what news ? 

jBTiter a Servant. 

Berv, The four strangers seek for you, madam, to take their leave : 
and there is a fore-runner come from a fifth, the prince of Morocco ; 
who brings word, the prince, his master, will be here to-night. 

Par, If I could bid the fifth welcome with so good heart as I can 
bid the other four fareweU, 1 should be glad of his approach. Come, 
Nerissa. — Sirrah, go before. — ^Whiles we shut the gate upon one 
wooer, another knocks at the door. [Exeunt 

SCENE m.— Venice. A public Place. 
Enter Bassanio and Shtlocx. 

Shy, Three thousand ducats, — ^well. 

Bass. Ay, sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months, — ^weU. 

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio shall be bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — ^well. 

Bass. May you stead me ? Will you pleasure me ? 
Shall 1 know your answer ? 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months, and Antonio 
bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the contrary ? 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, no ; — ^mv meaning, in saying ne is a good 
man, is to have you understand me, that he is sufficient : yet his 
means are in supposition: he hath an argosy bound to Tripolis, 
another to the Indies ; I understand moreover upon the Rialto, he 

hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, and other ventures 

he hath, squander'd abroad ; But ships are but boards, sailors but 
men: there be land-rats, and water-rats, water-thieves, and land- 

12 
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thieves ; I mean, pirates ; and then, there is the peril of water, winds, 
Bnd rochs : The man is, notwithstanding, sufficient ; — three thounrnd 
ducats ; — ^I thmk, I may take his bond. 

B€tss» Be assiu^ yon may. 

Shy, I will be assured, I may ; and, that I may be assured, I will 
bethink me : May I speak with Antonio ? 

Bass, If it please you, dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to smell pork ; I will buy with you, sell with you, talk 
with you, walk with you, and so following : but I will not eat widi 
you, <mnk with you, nor pray with you. What news oa the Rialto t 
— ^Who is he comes here ? 

Enter Antonio. 

Bass. This is signior Antonio. 

Shy, [Aside,] How like a fawning publican he looks I 
I hate him, for be is a Christian : 
But more, for that, in low simplicity. 
He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I wiU feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our sacred nation ; aim he rails. 
Even there where merchants most do congregate. 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest : Cursed be my tribe, 
If I forgive him! 

Bass. Shylock, do you hear ? 

Shy, I am debating of my present store : 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 
I cannot instantly raise up the gross 
Of full tliree thousand ducats : What of that ? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe. 
Will furnish me : but soft ; How many months 
Do you desire ? — ^Rest you fair, good signior : [ To Antoehk 

Your worship was the last man in our moutiis. 

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow, 
By taking, nor by giving of excess. 
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 
I'll break a custom : — Is he yet possessed, 
How much you would ? 

Shy, Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 

Ant, And for three months. 

Shy, I had forgot, — three months, you told me so. 

Well then, your bond ; and, let me see, ^But hear you : 

Methouffht, you said, you neither lend, nor borrow, 
Upon-aovantage. 

Ant. I do never use it. 

Shy, Three thousand ducats — 'tis a good round sum, 
Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate. 
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I 

AtU, Well, Shylock, shall we, be beholden to you I 

Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft. 
In the RiaJto you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances : 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug ; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 
You call me — ^misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help : 
Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 
Shylock, toe wovM have monies ; Y ou say so ; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beaid. 
And foot me, as you spur a stranger cur 
Over your threshold ; monies is your suit. 
What should I say to you ? Should I not say, 
Hath a dog money ? is it possible, 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondsman's key. 
With 'bated breath, and whispering humblenecN^ 
Say this,— — 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last : 
You spumed me such a day ; another time 
You calVd me — dcg^ ; and for these courtesies 
ril lend you thus much monies. 

Ant, I am as like to call thee so again, 
To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend ?) 
But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 
Who, if he break, thou may'st with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm ! 

I would be friends with you, and have your love. 
Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my monies, and you'll not hear me : 
This is kind I offer. 

Ant. Tliis were kindness. 

Shy, This kindness will I shows* 

Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport, 
If you repay me not on such a day, 
In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are 
Ezpress'd in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 
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AtU. Content, in faith ; I'll seal to such a bond. 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass, You shall not seal to such a bond for me, 
PIl rather dwell in my necessity. 

Ant. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it 
Within these two months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy, O father Abraham, what these Christians are, 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this ; 
If he should break his day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of man's flesh, taken from a man, 
Is not so estimable, profitable neither, 
As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say, 
To buy his favor, I eictend this friendship ; 
If he will take it, so ; if not, adieu ; 
Arid, for my love, I prav you, wrong me not. 

Ant, Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's ; 
Give him direction for this merry bond. 
And I will so and purse the ducats straight ; 
See to my house, left in the fearful guara \ 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. [ExtL 

Ant, Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew wOl turn Christian ; he grows kind. 

Ba$s, I like rjot fair terms, and a viOain's mind. 

Ant, Come on ; in this there can be no dismay, 
My ships come home a month before the day. [ExeunL 

ACT II. 

Butaiiio obtain! the loan of three thonsand ducats from Shylock, on the merohant'i 
bond, with the penalty of " the pound of flesh/* asthe forfeit for non-payment. Hethea 
prepares for making proposals for Portia's hand, bat previous to his departure he inntes hii 
friends to an entertainment : — Shylock is also one of the invited guests. 

Launcelot, a former domestic of the Jew's, has entered into the service of BasMnio, 
■ad is made the messenger between Lorenzo and Jessica, who have planned mm eIop»> 
■WBt, while Shvlook is engaged at Bassanio's feast. 

SCENE Y,—The same. Before Shylock's House. 

Enter Shylock, and Launcelot. 

Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy judge, 
The mfference of old Shylock and iBassanio : — 
What, Jessica ! — ^thou slidt not gormandize. 
As thou hast done with me ; — What, Jessica ! — 
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And sleop and snore, and rend apparel out 5— 
Why, Jessica, I say ! 

JUiun. Why, Jessica ! 

Shy, Who bids thee call ? I did not bid thee caU. 

Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, I could do nothing with* 
out bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jes, Call you ? What is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica ; 
There are my keys : — ^But wherefore should I go ? 
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me : 
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. — Jessica, my girl, 
Look to my house : — I am right loath to go ; 
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest. 
For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go on ; my young master doth expect 
your reproach. 

Shy, So do I his. 

Laun, And they have conspired together, — ^I will not say, you 
ohall see a masque ; but if you do, then it was not for nothing that 
my nose fell a bleeding on Black-Monday last, at six o'clock i' the 
morning, falling out that year on Ash- Wednesday, was four year in 
the afternoon. 

Shy. What : are there masques ? Hear you me, Jessica : 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum. 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife, 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 
Nor thrust your head into the public street. 
To gaze on Christian fools with vamish'd faces. 
But stop my house's ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. — ^By Jacob's staff, I swear, 
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 
But I vnW go. — Cro you before me, sirrah; 
Say, I will come. 

Laun, I wOl go before, sir. — 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ; [Aside, 

There will come a Christian by. 
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. lExU LAim. 

Shy, What says that fool of Hagar's offspring, ha ? 

Jes, His words were. Farewell, mistress-; nothing else. 

Shy, The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder, 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the vnld cat ; drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow'd purse. — Well, Jessica, go in ; 
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Perhaps, I will return immediately ; 

Do, as I bid you. 

Shut doors after you : Fast bind, fast find ; 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exit. 

Jes, Farewell ; and if my fortune be not crost, 
I have a father, you a daughter lost. \^ExiL 

JeMicm elopes with Lorenzo, carrying with her large ronu of money, aac Taloable jew- 
•It bdonging to her father. 

ACT III. 

Shylock is introdnced in the following powerfaOy wrongfat scene smarting ondo' fail 
losMs, and the want of doty in his daughter. He has also learned thai Antonio the Me^ 
diant, has snfiered severe losses at sea, and instigated by revenge he determines to enfimi 
Uie " fnll penalty " of the Bond. 

SCENE I.— A street in Venice. 
Enter Salanio, and Salarino. 

Salar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail ; 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 
And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Salan, The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the duke ; 
Who went with him to search Bassanio's ship. 
I never heard a passion so confus'd, 
So strange, outrageous, and so variable, 
As the dog Jew aid utter in the streets : 
My daughter ! — O m-g ducats ! — O my daughter ! 
Fled with a Christian ? — O my christian dmhts !^ 
Justice ! the law ! my ducats and my daughter ! 
Let good Antonio look he keep his day. 
Or he shall pay for this. 
Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Solar, Why, yet it lives there uncheck'd, that Antonio hath a ship 
of rich lading wreck'd on the narrow seas ; the Goodwins, I think 
they call the place ; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where the car- 
cases of many a tall ship He buried, ai* they say, if my gossip report 
be an honest woman of her word. 

Salan. I would she were as lying a gossip in that, as ever knapp'd 
ginger, or made her neighbors believe she wept for the death of a 
third husband: But it is true, — without any slips of prolixity, or 
crossing the plain highway of talk, — that the good -Antonio, the 
honest Antonio, O that I had a title good enough to keep his 
name company ! — 

Salar, Come, the full stop. 

Salan. Ha, — ^what say'st thou ? — ^Why the end is he hath lost a 
ship. 

Salar, 1 would it might prove the end of his losses ! 
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Solan, Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil cross my prayer ; 
for here he comes in the likeness of a Jew.— 

Enter Shylock. 

How now, Shylock ? what news among the merchants ? 

Shy, You knew, none so well, none so well as you, of my daugh- 
ter's flight. 

Salar, That's certain ; I, for my part, knew the tailor that made 
the wings she flew withd. 

Salan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird was fledg'd ; 
and then it is the complexion of them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd for it. 

ScUar. That's certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

Salan. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at these years ? 

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

Salar. There is more difierence between thy flesh and hers, tnan 
between jet and ivory ; more between your bloods, than there is be- 
tween red* wine and rhenish : But tell us, do you hear whether 
Antonio have had any loss at sea or no ? 

Shv, There I have another bad match : a bankrupt, a prodigal, 
who dare scarce show his head on the Rialto ; — ^a beggar, that used 
to come so smug upon the mart ; let him look to his £)nd : he was 
wont to call me usurer ; — ^let him look to his bond ! he was wont to 
lend money for a Christian courtesy ! — ^let him look to his bond. 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take his flesh ; 
What's that good for? 

Shy. To l»it fish withal : if it will feed nothing else, it will feed 
my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and hindered me of half a 
million ; laughed at my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my na- 
tion, thwart^ my bargains, cooled my friends, heateil mine enemies ; 
and what's his reason ? I am a Jew : Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath 
not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions ? 
fed with the same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to the 
same diseases, healed by the same means, warmed and cooled by the 
same winter and summer, as a Christian is ? if you prick us, do we 
not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? if you poison us, do 
wre not die ? aid if you wrong us, shall we not revenge ? if we are 
like you in the rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong 
a Christian, what is his humility ? revenge ; If a Christian wrong a 
Jew, what should his sufferance be by Uhristian example ? why, re- 
venge. The villany you teach me, I will execute ; and it shall go 
hard, but I will better the instruction. 

Enter Tubal. 

Salan. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third cannot be matched, 
unless the devil himself turn Jew. [Exeunt Salan. <f* Salae. 

Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa ? hast thou found 
my daughter ? 
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T\ib, I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot find her. 

Shv, Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond gone, cost tat 
two thousand ducats in Frankfort ! The curse never fell upon ouj 
nation till now ! I never felt it till now ; — two thousand ducats ir 
that ; and other precious, precious jewels. — ^I would my daugbtei 
were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear ! 'would she were 
hears'd at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin ! No news of them ? 
— ^Why, so: — and I know not what's spent in the search: Why, 
thou loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so much, and so much to 
find the thief; and no satisfaction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stir- 
ring, but what lights o' my shoulders ; no sighs, but o' my breath« 
ing ; no tears, but o' my shedding. 

Tub, Yes, other men have iU luck too ; Antonio, as I heard in 
Genoa,— 

Shy. What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tiw, — ^hath an argosy cast away, coming from Tripolis. 

Shy, I thank Heaven, I thank Heaven :— Is it true, is it true ? 

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that escaped the wreck. 

Shy. I tnank thee, good Tubal ; — Good news, good ifews : ha ! 
ha ! — Where ? in Genoa ? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, one night, four- 
score ducats ! 

Shy. Thou stick'st a dagger in me : ^I shall never see my gold 

again : Fourscore ducats at a sitting ! fourscore ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio's creditors in my company to 
Venice, that swear he cannot choose but break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it : I'll plague him ; I'll torture him ; I am 
glad of it. 

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he had of your daughter 
for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her ! Thou torturest me, Tubal : it was my tur- 
quoise ; I had it of Leah, when I was a bachelor : I would not have 
given it for a wilderness of monkeys. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true : Go, Tubal, fee me an 
officer, bespeak him a fortnight before : I will have the heart of him, 
if he forfeit ; for were he out of Venice, I can make what merchan- 
dise I will : Go, go, Tubal, and meet me at our synagogue ; so, good 
Tubal ; at our synagogue, Tubal. [±!xeimL 

SCENE n.— Behnont. A Room in Portia's House. 

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa, and Attendants 
The caskets are set out, 

Por, I pray you, tarry ; pause a day or two, 
Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wrong, 
I lose your company ; therefore, forbear a while : 
There's something tells me, (but it is not love,) 
I would not lose you ; and you know yourself. 
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Hate couusels not in such a quality : 

I could teach you 

How to choose right, but then I am forsworn ; 

So will I never be : so may you miss me ; 

But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin. 

That I had been forsworn. 

Bass, Let me choose ; 

P«i, ts I am, I live upon the rack. 

Por, Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 

Bass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love ; 
There may as well be amity and life 
'Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 

Por. Ay, but I fear, you speak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 

Bass, Promise me hfe, and I'll confess the truth. 

Por, WeU then, confess, and Hve. 

Bass. • Confess, and love, 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance ! 
But let me to mv fortune and the caskets. 

Por. Away tnen : I am lock'd in one of them ; 
If you do love me, you will find me out. — 
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aioof. — 
Let music sound, while he doth make his chdce ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end. 
Fading in music. 

MtLsic, whilst Bassanio commenis on the caskets to himseyi 
SONG. 1. TeU me where is fancy bred. 

Or in the heart, or in the head 7 
How begot, how nourished ? 
Reply. 2. It is engendered in the eyes. 

With gazing fed : and fancy. dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 

Let tLS all rin^ fancy's knell , 
I^ll begin it, Ding, dong, bell. 
All. I^'ngi dong, bell. 

Bass. Some good direct my judgment ! — ^Let me see. — 
" Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men desire.^' 

[Looks at the golden casket 
That may be mea^t 

Of the fool multitude, that choose by show : 
The world is still deceiv'd with ornament. 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 
But, bemg season'd with a gracious voice. 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion, 
12* 
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What dangerous error, but some sober brow 

Will bless it, and approve it with a text. 

Hiding the grossness with fieur ornament 7 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 

Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chin 

The beards of Hercules, and frownmg Mars : 

Who, inward searched, have livers white as milk ? 

And these assume but valor's countenance. 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty. 

And you shall see 'tis purchased by the weight ; 

Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making Ihem lightest that wear most of it : 

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 

To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 

To entrap the wisest Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee : 

" Who chooseth me shaU get as nnich as he deserves.^* 

[Looks at the silver ctisheL 
And well said, too ; for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honorable 
Without the stamp of merit ? 
Oh, that estates, degrees, and offices^ 
Were not derived corruptly ! and that clear honor 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 
How many be commanded, that command ? 
And how much honor. 
Picked from the chaff and ruin of the times. 
To be new varnished ? — ^'* Much as he deserves,''^ — 
I'll not assume desert. — 
" Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hathJ*^ 

[Looks at the leaden casket 
I'll none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
'Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead. 
Which rather threat'nest, than doth promise aught, 
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence. 
And nere choose I ; Joy be the consequence ! 
Por. How all the other passions fleet to air. 
As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac'd despair, 
And shudd'rinff fear, and green-ey'd jealousy. 

love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy. 

In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess ; 

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less. 
For fear I surfeit ! 

Bass. What find I here ? [Opening the leaden casket 
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Pair Portia's counterfeit ? What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Here's the scroll, 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 

Yoii that choose not by the view, 
Chance as fair, and choose as true! 
Since this fortune falls to you. 
Be conientf and seek no new, 
' If you be loell pleased with this, 
And hold your fortune for your bliss. 
Turn you where your lady is. 
And claim her unth a loving kis$, 

A gentle scroll ; — ^Fair lady, by your leave : 

I come by note, to give and to receive. [Kissing km 

As doubtful whether what I see be true, - 

Until confirm'd, sign'd, ratified by you. 

Por, You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand. 
Such as I am : though, for myself alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my wish, 
To wish myself much better ; yet, for you, 
I would be trebled twenty times myself; 
A thousand tunes more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich ; 

That only to stand high on your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends. 
Exceed account : but the full sum of me 
Is sum of somethinff ; which, to term in gross, 
Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'd : 
Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn ; and happier than this, 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 
Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be direct^, 
As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours 
Is now caiverted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants. 
Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now. 
This house, these servants, and this same myself, 
Are yours, my lord. 

Bass, Madam, you have bereft me of all words 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 
That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper, • 
To cry, good joy ; Good joy, my lord and lady ! 

Cfra. My lord Bassanio,'and my gentle lady, 
I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 
For I am sure, you can wish none from me : 
And, when vour honors mean to solemnize 
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The bargain of your faith, I do beseech yon, 
Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass. With all my heart, so thon canst get a "Wife. 

Ora, I thank your lordship ; yon have ^ me (me; 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours : 
You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 
You lov'd, I lov'd ; for intermission 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; 
And so did mine too, as the matter falls : 
For wooing here, until I sweat again ; 
And swearing, till my very roof was dry 
With oa^ of love ; at last, — ^if promise last, — 
I got a promise of diis fair one here. 
To have her love, provided that vour fortune 
Achiev'd her mistress. 

Par. Is this true, Nerissa ? 

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal. 

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ? 

Gfra. Yes, faith, my lord. 

Bass. Our feast smdl be much honor'd in your marritge. 

Lorenzo, Jessica and Salanio, bring a Lettw from Antonio to Bassanio, acquamt- 
iBf him with his losses, and that the Bond to the Jew is forfeited. Bassanio is struck 
with horror at the tidiigs, and determines to leave Portia and proceed immediately to hia 
friend ; Portia insists that the marriage ceremony between them, shall be first solemnized, 
and fnmishes him with money more than suflBcient to discharge the Bond. 

After the departure of Bassanio and his friends, Portia determines to follow them, and 
assist in saving Antonio from the Jew's malignity. She writes to her cousin Bellario, 
who is a Doctor of Law, and requests his advice on the nature of the Bond given by An- 
tonio ; fortified with Bellario's opinion, she goes to Venice, where assuming -the disguise 
of a Doctor of Law, or Counsellor, with Nerissa as her clerk, ^e attends tlie Trial of the 
Merchant. 

ACT IV. 

We are now introduced to the catastrophe of this magnificent Drama— the Trial 
Boene ; — and taken as an isolated Scene, it stands perhaps the most perfect piece of com- 
position to be found in the whole range of Dramatic writing. 

SCENE I.— Venice. A Court of Justice. 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes ; Antonio, Bassanio, Gratiarc, 
Salarino, Salanio, and others, 

Dvke. What, is Antonio here ? 

Ani. Ready, so please your grace. 

Dvke. I am sony for thee : thou art come to answer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
Prom any dram of mercy. 
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Ant. I have heard 

Your grace has ta'en great pains to qualify 

His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate, 

And that no lawful means can carry me 

Out of his envy's reach, I do oppose 

My patience to his fury ; and am arm'd 

To suffer, with a quietness of spirit. 

The very tyranny and rage of ms. 

Dvke. Go one, and caU the Jew into the court 
SaUm. He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord. 

Enter SfirajiOCK. 

Dvke, Make room, and let him stand before our face^-* 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too. 
That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then, 'tis uiought, 
Thou'lt show thy mercy and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty : 
And where thou now exact'st the penalty, 
(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's fleshj 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture. 
But touch'd with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his losses 
That have of kte so huddled on his back. 
Enough to press a royal merchant down. 
And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint. 
From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train'd 
To offices of tender courtesy. 
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy. I have possess'd your grace of what I purpoM } 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn. 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that : 
But, say, it is my humor ; Is it answer'd ? 
What if my house be troubled with a rat, 
And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it ban'd ? What, are you answer'd yet f 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 
Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat : 
As there is no firm reason to be render'd, 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 
Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 
So can 1 give no reason, nor I will not, 
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More than a lod^d hate, and a certain loathing 

I bear Antonio, mat I follow thus 

A losing suit against him. Are you answer'd ? 

Bass, This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to please tliee with my answer. 

Bass, Do all men kill the things they do not love f 

Shy, Hates any man the thing he w6uld not kill ? 

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first ^ , 

Shy. What, would'st thou have a serpent sting thee twice H 

Ant. I pray you, iJiink you question with the Jew : 
YovL may as well go stand upon the beach, 
And bid the main lood bate his usual height ; 
You may as well use question with the wolf, 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise. 
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 
As seek to soften that (than which what's harder ?) 
His Jewish heart : — Therefore, I do beseech you, 
Make no more offers, use no further means. 
But, with all brief and plain conveniency. 
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 

Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats, 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 
I would not draw them, T would have my bond. ' 

Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rend'ring none 1 

Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrong ? 
You have among you many a purchas'd slave, 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules. 
You use in abject and in slavish parts. 
Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be seasoned with such viands ? You will answer, 
The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you ; 
The pound of flesh, which I demand of him. 
Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I will have it : 
If you deny me, fye upon your law ! 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 
I stand for judgment : answer ; shall I have it ? 

Dttke. Upon my power, I may dismiss this court, 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor. 
Whom I have sent for to determine this, 
Come here to-day. 

Salar. My lord, here stays without 
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A messenger with letters from the doctor, 
New come from Padua. 

Dvke. Bring us the letters ; call the messenger. 

Bass. Grood cheer, Antonio ! What, man ? courage yet ! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 
Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me : 
You cannot better be employ'd, Bassanio, 
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer^s clerk. 

Dvke, Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 

Ner. From both, my lord : Bellario greets your grace. 

[Presents St Utter 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly 1 

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there. 

Ora. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, 
Thou mak'st thy knife keen : but no metal can,. 
No, not the hangman's axe, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 

Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 

Gra. O, be thou curs'd, inexorable dog ! 
And for tliy Ufe let justice be accus'd. 
Thou almost mak'st me waver in my faith, 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit 
Govern'd a wolf, for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous. 

Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my bond. 
Thou but offend'st thy lungs to speak so loud : 
Repair thy wit, good youth ; or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. I stand here for law. 

Dvke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court :— 
Where is he ? 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by. 

To know your answer, whether you'll admit him. 

Dvke. With all my heart : — some three or four of you, 
Go give him courteous conduct to this place. — 
Meantime, the court shall hear Bellario s letter. 

[Clerk reads,] — Your grace shall understand, that, at the receipt 
of your letter, I am very sick: but in the instant that your messenger 
came, in loving visitation was with me a young doctor of Rome, his 
name is BaWuisar : I acquainted him vnth the cause in controversy 
between the Jew and Antonio the merchant : we turned 6*er many books 
tog^iher : he is furnished with my opinion ; which, bettered vnth his 
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mm learning, (the greatness wherecf I cannot enough commend^ 
comes u^h him^ at my importunity, to fill up your grocers request in 
my stead, Tbeseech you, lei his lack of years be no impedimerU to lei 
him lack a reverend estimation; for I never knew so young a bod$ 
with so old a head. I have him to your gracious acceptance^ whost 
trial shall better publish his commendation, 

Duke, You hear the learned Bellario, what he writes : 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come. — 

Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws. 

Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellario ? 

Por, I did, my lord. 

Duke, You are welcome : take your {dace. 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court ? 

Por, I am miormed thoroughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew ? 

Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, hoth stand forth ! 

Por, Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy, Shylock is my name. 

Por, Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 
Yet in such a rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. — 
You stand within his danger, do you not ? [To Antovio 

Am, Ay, so he says. 

Por, Do you confess the bond ? 

Ant, I do. 

Por, Then must the Jew be mercifuL 

Shy. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that. 

Por. The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 
It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon tne place beneath : it is twice bless'd ; 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes : 
'Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown ; 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power. 
The attribute to awe and majesty. 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kmgs ; 
But mercy is above this scepter'd sway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings. 
It is an attribute to Grod himself; 
And earthly power doth then show likest God's 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy pj^a, consider this — 
That in the course oi justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much, 
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To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 

Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there. 

Shy, My deeds upon ihy head ! I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Por» Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

Bass. Yes, here 1 tender it for him in the court ; 
Yea, thrice the sum :" if that will not suffice^ 
I ^ill be bound to pay it ten times o'er, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart: 
If this will not suflSce, it must appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beseech you, 
Wrest once the law to your authority : 
To do a great right do a little wrong ; 
And curb this cruel devil of his wilL 

Par. It must not be ; there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 
'Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the same example. 
Will rush into the state : it cannot be. 

Shy, A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel ! 
O wise young judge, how do I honor tnee ! 

For, I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy. Here it is, most reverend doctor, here it is. 

For. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offer'd thee. 

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven : 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ? 
No, not for Venice. 

For. Why, this bond is forfeit : 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant's heart : — Be merciful ; 
Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenor.— 
It dotn appear, you are a worthy judge ; 
You know the law, your exposition 
Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deservinff pillar. 
Proceed to judgmwit : by my som I swear. 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

For. Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young maa f 

For. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty. 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 
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fi^y. Tis very true : O wise and upright judge ! 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks ! 

For, Therefwe, lay bare your bosom. 

Sky, Ay, his breast : 

So says the bond ; — ^Doth it not, noble judge ? — 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

PofT, It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
The flesh? 

/S/iy. I have them ready. 

Pot, Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your charge^ 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 

^hy. Is it so nominated in the bond ? 

For. It is not so express'd ; But what of that ? 
*Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Hhy, I cannot find it ; 'tis not in the oond. 

For. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say ? 

Ard. But little ; I am arm'd, and well prepaT'd.-— 
Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein fortune shows Aierself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use. 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth. 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow. 
An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honorable wife : 
Tell her the process of Antonio's end. 
Say, how I loved you, speak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge. 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you that you £hall lose your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 
For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
I'll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife, 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 
But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 
Are not with me esteem'd above thy life ; 
I would lose aU, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

For, Your wife would give you little thanks for that 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra, I have a wife, whom, I protest I love ; 
I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew, 

Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back ; 
The wish would inake else an unquiet house. 

Shy, These be the Christian husbands : I have a daughter ; 
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'Would, any of the stock of Barrabas 

Had been her husband, rather than a Christian ! [Aside, 

We trifle time ; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

Par. A pound of that same merchant's flesh jb thine, 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Shy. Most rightful judge ! 

Par. And you must cut this flesh from off" his breast ; 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shy. Most learned judge ! — A sentence ; come, prepare. 

Par. Tarry a little ; — there is something else.— 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ; 
The words expressly are a pound of flesh : 
Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

(rra. O upright judge ! — ^Mark, Jew ; — O learned judge ! 

Shy. Is that the law ? 

Par. Thyself shall see the act ; 

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd. 
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir'st. 

Gra. O learned judge ! — ^Mark, Jew ; — a learned judge ! 

Shy. T take this offer then, — ^pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Christian go. 

Bass. Here is the money. 

Par. Soft; 
'The Jew shall have all justice ; — soft ; — ^no haste ; — 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 

Par. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off^ the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, / 
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak'st more. 
Or less, than a just pound, — be it but so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance, 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple : nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair, — 
Thou diest, and all thy ^oods are confiscate. 

Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew ! 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Par. Why doth the Jew pause ? take thy forfeiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Par. He hath refus'd it in the open court ; 
He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel ! — 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. ShaD I not have barely my principal ? 
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Por. Thou shalt have nothing bat the forfeitofa, 
To be so taken at thv peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it : 
ril stay no longer question. 

Par, Tarry, Jew , 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 
If it be prov'd against an alien, 
That by direct, or indirect attempts, 
He seek the life of any citizen, 
The party, 'gainst the which he doth contrive, 
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 
And the offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice. 
In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st : 
For it appears by manifest proceeding, 
That, indirectly, and directly too. 
Thou hast contriv'd against the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr'd 
The danger formerly by me rehears'd. 
Down, therefore, and bJeg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. Beg that thou may'st have leave to hang thyael'^: 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 
Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 
Therefore, thou must be hang'd at the state's charge. 

Duke, That thou shalt see the difference of our spiijti 
1 pardon thee thy Ufe before thou ask it : 
For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's ; 
The other half comes to the general state. 
Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

Por. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 

Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that : 
You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house ; you take my life, 
When you do take the means whereby I five. 

Por. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ? 

Gra. A halter gratis ; nothing else ; for Heaven*» sake. 

Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all the court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods ; 
I am content, so he will let me have 
The other haJf in use, — ^to render it. 
Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter ; 
Two things provided more, — ^That for this favor, 
He presently become a Christian ; 
The other, that he do record a gift. 
Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd 
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 
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Jhike, He Bhall do this ; or else I do recant 
The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 

Par, Art thou contented, Jew, what dost thou say F 

Shy, I am content. 

Par, Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy, I pray you give me leave to go from hence : 
I am not well ; send the deed after me, 
And I will sign it 

Dvke, Get thee gone, but do it. 

Gra. In christening, thou snalt have two godfathers ; 
Had I been judge, thou should'st have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. [Exit Shtlock. 

Dvke, Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner. 

Par, I humbly do desire your grace of pardon ; 
I must away this night toward P^ua, 
And it is meet, I presently set for£h. 

Dvke, I am sorry, that your leisure serves not 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 
Foi, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[Exeunt Duke, Magnificoes, and Train, 

The interest of the Play ends ^ith the delivery of Antonio, and the pnnishmeKt of 
Shylock ; tSo fifth Act is occupied in explanations which naturally follow between the 
h>diij[ chsMicteit, frowisf ont of the disguises assaned by Portia aad Nerissa. 
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**The stOTf of King Lear and his three danghten, i« fonnd m Holmshed's Chronicle; 
■ad was originaUy told by Geoffrj of Monmonth, who says that Ijear was the eldest son 
•t Bladnd, and ' nobly gOTemed hu eonntry for sixty years.* According to that his 
torian, ho died about 800 years before Christ. Shakspeare has taken the hint for tbi 
behavior of the steward, and the reply of Cordelia to her father concerning her fntnre mar- 
riage, from the Mirror of Magtatrates, 1587. According to Steevens, the episode of 
Gloster and his sons is borrowed from Sidney's Arcadia.** 

Macbeth, OtheOo, Hamlet, and Lear, are placed by general consent as first in the list 
of Shakspeare*s inspired creations, but to the character of Lear, is yielded the pre-eminence. 

It is perhaps the most wonderfa dramatic conception on record. We have en- 
deavored to incorporate into our seleetSons, the entire development of this eztraordinar? 
•nation. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Leah, King of Britain. V 
Kmo OF France. 
Duke of Burgundy. 
Duke of Cornwall./ 
Duke of Alblvy.^^ 
Earl of Kent. 
Earl of Gloster. 
Edgar, son to Gloster. 
Edmund, illegitimate son te Gloster 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— A Room of State in King Lear's Palace, 

Enter Leab, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, 

and Attendants. 

Lear, Attend the lords of France and Bur^ndy, Gloster. 

Gh. I shall, my liege. [Extt Gloster & Edmund 

Lear. Mean-time we shall express our darker purpose. 
Give me the map there. — ^Know, that we have divided, 
In three, our kingdom : and 'tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our a^ ; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, whSe we 
Unburdeird crawl toward death.~Our son of Cornwall, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albanv, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. — ^Tell me, my daughters, 
(Since now we will divest us, both of rule. 
Interest of territory, cares of state,) 
Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most challenge it. — Groneril, 
Our eldest-bom, speak first. 

Gon, Sb, I • 

Do love vou more than words can wield the matter 
Dearer than eye-sight, space and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honor : 
As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable ; 
Beyond all manner of so much 1 love you. 

Cor, What shall Cordelia do ? Love, and be silent. [Aside 

Lear, Of all these bo^ds, even from this line to this, 
With shadowy forests dlid with champains rich'd. 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 
We make thee lady : To thine and Albany's issue 
Be this perpetual. — What says our second daughter. 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Speak. 

Reg, I am made of that self metal as my sister, 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I fino, she names my very deed of love ; 
Only she comes too short, — ^that I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys, 
\Vhich the most precious square of sense possesses ; 



264 SHAKSPEABIAN DEADER. 

And find, I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness' love. 

Cor, Then poor Cordelia ! \Aside^ 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love's 
More richer than my ton^e. 

Lear, To thee, and thme, hereditary ever, 
Remains this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, validity, and pleasure, 
Than that confinn'd on Goneru. — ^Now, our joy, 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
The vines of Fnmce, and milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be interess'd ; what can you say, to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak. 

Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear, Nothi^? 

Cor, Nothmg. 

Lear, Nothing can come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor, Unhappy that I am, I cannot neave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond \ nor more, nor less. 

Lear, How, how, Cordelia ? mend your speech a little 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor, ^ Good nw lord, 

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit. 
Obey you, love you, and most honor you. 
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 
They love you, all ? Haply, when I shall wed. 
That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care, and duty ! 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters. 
To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes this with thy heart ? 

Cor, Ay, good my lord. 

Lear, So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear, Let it be so, — ^Thy truth then be thy dower : 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night ; 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be ; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 
Propinquity and property of blood. 
And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. 

KeM, Good my liege^- 

Lear, Peace, Kent! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest 
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On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my eight I 

So be my grave my peace j as here I give [To Cordbim. 

Her fathers heart from her ! — Call France ;— Who stirs ? 

Call Burgundy. — Cornwall, and Albany, 

With my two daughters' dowers digest this third . 

Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her. 

I do invest you jointly with my power, 

Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 

That troop with majesty. — Ourself, by monthly course, 

With reservation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode 

Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 

The name, and all the^ additions to a king ; 

The sway, revenue, execution of the rest, 

Beloved sons, be yours : which to Confirm, 

This coronet part between you. [Qiving ih$ crowm. 

Kent, Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honor'd as my kinig, 
Lov'd as my father, as my master follow'd, 
As my great patron thought on in my prayers, — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the shaft 

Kent, Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad. What would'st thou do, old man 1 
Thmk'st thou, that duty shall have dared to speak, 
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness nonor's bound, 
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom ; 
And, in thy best consideration, check 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment, 
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 
Reverbs no hoUowness. 

Lear, Kent, on thy Kfe, no more. 

Kent, My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wtige against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it, 
Thy safety being the motive. 

Lear, Out of my sight ! 

Kent, See better, Lear ; and let me still remain 
The true blank of Uiine eye. 

Lear. Now, by Apollo,— 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 

rhou swear'st thy gods in vain 

Lear, O, vassal I miscreant ! 

[Laying his Tiand on his noortfL 

Alb, Com, Dear sir, forbear. 

Kent, Do; 
£ill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon we foul disease. Revoke thy gift ; 

13 
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Or, whilst I can vent clamor from my throat, 
ni tell thee thou dost evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant 

On thine allegiance hear me ! — 
Since thou h^ sought to make us break our vow, 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain'd prido, 
To come betwixt our sentence and our power ; 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Our potency made good, take thy reward. 
Five days cio we allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world ; 
And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following, 
Tny banish'd trunk be found in our dominions. 
The moment is thy death : Away ! by Jupiter, , 
This shall not be revok'd. 

Kent, Fare thee well, king ; smce thus thou wilt appear, 
Freedom fives hence, and banishment is here. — 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, [ To Cobdblul 

That justly think'st, and hast most righUy said ! — 
And your large speeches may your £eds approve, 

[To Regan and Gonebil. 
That good effects may spring from words of love.^ 
Thusl^ent, O princes, bids you all adieu : 
Hell shape his old course in a country new. [ExiL 

Re-erUer Gloster : toith Fbance, Burgxjudy, €md Attendants. 

Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 

Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 
We first address towards vou, who with this king 
Hath rivdil'd for our daughter ; What, in the least, 
Will you require in present dower with her. 
Or cease your quest ^f love ? 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness offerM, 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 
But now her price is fall'n : Sir, there she stands ; 
If auffht within that little, seeming substance, 
Or aU of it, with our displeasure piec'd. 
And nothing more may fitly like your grace. 
She's there, and she is yours. 

Bur. 1 know no answer. 

Lear. Sir, 
Will you, with those infirmities she owes, 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curse, and strangerM with our oaHik, 
Take her, or leave her ? 
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Bur. ' Pardon me, royal sir ; 

Election makes not up on such conditions. 

Lear, Then leave her, sir; for, by the power that made me, 
I tell you all her .wealth. — For you, great king, [To Franci. 

T would not from your love make such a stray. 
To match you where I hate ; therefore beseech you 
To avert your Uking a more worthier way. 
Than on a wretch whom nature is asham'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange ! 

That she, that even but now was your best object, 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age, 
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favor ! Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree, 
That monsters it, or vour fore-vouch'd affection 
Fall into taint : which to believe of her. 
Must be a faith, that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Chr. I yet beseech your majesty, 

(If for I want that glib and oily art, 
To speak, and purpose not ; sinqe what I well intend, 
FU do't before 1 speak,) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 
No unchaste action, or dishonor'd step, 
That hath deprived me of your grace and favor : 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer; 
A still solicitii^ eye, and such a tongue 
That I am glacf I have not, though not to have it, 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Hadst not been bom, than not to have pleas'd me better. 

France. Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature. 
Which often leaves the history unspoke. 
That it intends to do ? — ^My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady ? Love is not love 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof horn the entire point. Will you have her 7 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself proposed, 
^d here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sorry then, you have so lost a father, 
That yoa must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy! 
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Since that respects of fortune are his love, 
I shidl not be nis wife. 

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, beiiig poor| 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis'd ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 
Be it lawful, 1 take up what's cast away. 
Grods, gods ! 'tis strange, that frc»n their cold'st neglect 
My love should kindle to inflam'd respect^ 
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance, - 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy 
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me. — 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind ; 
Thou losest here, a better where to find. 

Lear, Thou hast her, France : let her be tiiine ; for we 
Have no such dau^ter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again : — ^Therefore be gone, 
Without our grace, our love, our benison. 
Come, noble Burgundy, 

{Flourish, Exeunt Lear, Bxirgundy, Corfwall, Alrart 

Gloster, and Attendauta 

France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults as they are nam'd. Use well our father : 
To your professed bosoms I commit him : 
But yet, alas ! stood 1 within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So fare\n«ll to you both. 

GoTL Prescribe not us our duties. 

Reg, Let your study 

Be, to content your lord ; who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted. 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Ckyr, Time shall unfdd what plaited cunning Wdes ; 
Who covers faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

lExeunt France and Corpelu. 

Confining onnelves to the main incidents connected with the itory of Lear,— ba 
wrongs and snfferings, — we are necessarily compelled to omit much of the under {dot 
of this Play, in which Shakspeare introduces, as a connterpart to Lear nifi^ng nnder the 
ingratitude of his children, Edgar, the son of Gloster, as a pattern of filial piety and 
love, uignstiy persecuted by his father. Gloster is persuaded by the machinatioas of 
Edmund, to believe that Edgar seeks his life. 

The next scene we extract, introduces Kent in the disguise of a Peasant, «nd«r the 
name of Canu, seeking to engage himself in the service of the King, whom he fean wOl 
be improperly treated by Regan and Goneril. 
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SCENE IV.— A Hall in the Duke of Albaiiy*« Palacfu 
Enter Kent, disguised, 
Kent, If but as well 1 other accents borrow, 
That can my speech diffuse, my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which I raz'd my Hkeness. — Now, banish'd Kent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemn'd, 
(So may it come !) thy master, whom thou lov'st, 
Shall find thee full of labors. 

Horns loithin. Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants. 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get it ready. — [Exit 
an Attendant.] — ^How now, what art thou ? 

Kent, A man, sir. 

Lear, What dost thou profess ? What would'st thou with us ? 

Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to serve him truly* 
that will put me in trust ; to love him that is honest ; to converse 
with him that is wise, and says little; to fear judgment ; to fight, 
when I cannot choose ; and to eat no fish. 

Lear, What art thou? 

Kent, A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as the Idas, 

Lear, If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for a king, thou art 
poor enough. What would'st thou ? 

Kent, Service, 

Lear, Who would'st thou serve ? 

Kent, You. 

Lear, Dost thou know me, fellow ? 

Kenl, No, sir ; but you have that in your countenance, which I 
would fain call master. 

Lear, What's that? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What services canst thou do ? 

Kent, I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a curious tale in 
telling it, and deliver a p^ain message bluntly ; that which ordinary 
men are fit for, I am qualiiied in : and the best of me is diligence. 

Lear, How old art thou ? 

Kent, Not so young, sir, to love a woman for singing ; nor so old 
to dote on her for any thing : I have years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear, Follow me ; thou shalt serve me ; If I like thee no worse 
after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. — ^Dinner, ho, dinner. — 
Where's my knave ? my fool ? Go you, and call my fool hither ; 

En;ter Steward. 
You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter ? 

Slew, So please you, — [Exit, 

Lear. What says the fellow there ? Call the clodpoll back.— 
Where's my fool, ho ?— I think the world's asleep.— How now ? 
Where's that mongrel ? 

Knight, He says, my lord, your daughter is not well. 
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Lear. Why came not the slave hack to me when I called him ? 

Knight. Sir, he answer'd me in the roundest manner, he would 
not 

Lectr. He would not ! 

Knight, My lord, I know not what the matter is; but, to my 
judgment, your highness is not entertain'd with that ceremonious 
affection as you were wont ; there's a s^reat abatement of kindness 
appears, as './ell in the general depeni&nts, as in the duke himself 
also, and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha ! say'st thou so? 

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be mistaken : for 
my duty cannot be silent, when I think your highness is wrong'd. 

Ijear. Thou but remember'st me of mine own conception ; I have 
perceived a most faint neglect of late ; which 1 have rather blamed as 
mine own jealous curiosity, than as a very pretence and purpose of 
unkindness : I will further into't. — ^But where's my fool ? I have 
not seen him this two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France, sir, the fool 
hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that ; 1 have noted it well. — Go vou, and tell 
my daughter 1 would speak with • her.— Gro you, call hither my 
fool.— 

Re-^nter Steward. 
O, you sir, you sir, come you hither : Who am I, sir ? 

Stew. My lady's father. 

Lear. My lady's father ! my lord's knave*: you dog I you slave ! 
you cur ! 

Stew. I am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you, pardon me. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? [Striking him. 

Stew. f\\ not be struck, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither ; you base foot-ball player. 

[ Tripjoins up his heels, 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, ana I'lT love thee. 

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away ,* I'll teach you differences ; away, 
away : If you will measure your lubber's length again, tarry : but 
away : go to ; Have you wisdom ? so. [Pushes the Stewaid out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : there's earnest of 
thy service. [Giving Kent numey. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool, Let me hire him too ; — ^Here's my coxcomb. 

[Giving Kent hxs cap, 

Lear, How now, my pretty knave ? how dost thou ? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool, Why ? For taking one's part that is out of favor : Nay, ai 
thou canst not smile as me wind sits, thou'lt catch cold shortly : 
There, take my coxcomb : Why, this fellow has banish'd two of his 
daughters, and did the third a blessing against his will ; if thou foI« 
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luw him, thou must needs wear my coxcomh. — ^How now, auncle ! 
'Would I had two coxcombs, and two daughters ! 
Lear. Why, my boy ? 

Fool If I gave them all my living, I'd keep my coxcombs myself: 
There's mine ; beg another of thy daughters. 
Lear, Take heSi, sirrah ; the whip. 

F(X)l, Truth's a dog that must to kennel ; he must be whipp'd out, 
when Lady, the brach, may stand by the fire. 
Lear, A pestilent gall to me ! .^^ 

Fool, Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech. 
Lear, Do. 
Fool, Mark it, nuncle : — 

Have more than thou showest, 
Speak less than thou knowest, 
Lend less than thou owest, 
Ride more than thou goest, 
Learn more than thou trowest. 
Set less than thou throwest ; 
And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 
Lear, This is nothing, fool. 

Fool, Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer ; you gave 
me nothing for 't : Can you make no use of nothmg, nuncle 1 
Lear, Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of nothing. 
Fool, Pr'ythee, tell him, so much the rent of his land comes to ; 
he will not 6elieve thee. [To Kent. 

Lear, A bitter fool ! * 

Fool, Dost thou know the difiference, my boy, between a hitter 
fool and a sweet one? 

Lear, No, lad ; teach me. « , 

Fool, That lorid, that counsell'd thee 
To give away thy land. 
Come place him here by me,^ 

Or GO thou for him stand : 
Thft sweet and bitter fool 
Will presently appear ; 
The one in motley here. 
The other found ouT; there. 
Lear, Dost thou call me a fool, boy ? 

Fool, All thy other titles thou hast given away ; that thou wast 
bom with. 

Ke^U, This is not altogether fool, my lord. 
Fool, Thou hadst little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gavest 
thy golden one away. If I speak like myself in this, let mm be 
whipp'd that first finds it so. 

Fools had ne^er less grace in a year ; [^i'^ing. 

For wise men are grown foppish ; 
And know not how their toils to wear^ 
Their manners are so apish. 
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hear. When were jojl wont to be so full of sonss, Birrah ? 
FooL I have used it, nnncle, ever since thon ma&st thy dangfaten 
thv mother. 

Then they for sudden joy did toeep, [Svnging, 

And I for sorrow sun^, 
That such a king should play ho-peep, 
And go the fools among. 
Pr'ythee, noncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach thy fool to lie ; 
I would fain learn to lie. 
Lear, If you lie, sirrah, well have you whipp'd. 
Fool, I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters are : they^l have 
me whipp'd for speaking true, thou'lt have me whipp'd for lying ; 
and, sometimes, I am whipp'd for holding my peace. I had rather be 
any kind of thing than a fool : and yet 1 would not be thee, nuncle ; 
thou hast pared thy wit o' both sides, and left nothing in the middle * 
Here comes one o the parings. 

Enter Gokebil. 

Ijear. How now, daughter ? what makes that frontlet on ? Me 
thinks, you are too much of late i' the frown. 

Oon, Not only, sir, this your aU-licens'd fbo^ 
But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 
I had thought, by making this well known unto yon, 
To have found a safe remress : but now ^row fearful, 
Bv what yourself too late have spoke and done, 
That you protect this course, ana put it on 
By your allowance ; which, if you should, the fault 
Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep ; 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal. 
Might in their working do you that offence. 
Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Lear, Are you our daughter ? 

Cron, Come, sir, I wouM you would make use of that good wis 
dom whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away these disposi- 
tions, which of late transform you fiom what you rightly are. 

Lear. Does any here know me ? — Why this is not Lear : does 
Lear walk thus ? speak thus ? Where are his eyes ? Either his 
notion weakens, or his discerning are lethargied. — Sleeping or 
waking?— Ha ! sure 'tis not so. — Who is it that can tell me who I 
am f — Ijear's shadow ? I would learn that ; for by the marks of 
sovereignty, knowledge, and reason, I shoidd be fklse persuaded I 
had daughters. — Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Oon, Come, sir : 
This admiration is much o' the favor 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright : 
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As you are old and reverend, you shoidd be wise : 

Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires ; 

Men so cusorder'd, so debauch'd and bold, 

That this our court, infected with their manners, 

Shows like a riotous inn more 

Than a gracM palace : The shame itself doth spetk 

For instant remedy : Be then desired 

By her, that else will take the thing she begs, 

A Uttle to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend, 

To be such men as may besort your age. 

And know themselves and you. 

hear. Darkness and devils !*- 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together. — 
Degenerate viper ! FU not trouble uiee ; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Qon, You strike my peo{^e ; and your dksorder'd rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

'E'nter Albany. 

hear. Woe, that too late repents, — O, sir, are you come % 
Is it your will ? — \To Alb.] — Speak, sir. — ^Prepare my horsbS \ 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend. 
More hideous, when thou show'st thee in a child. 
Than the sea-monster ! 

Alh, Pray, sir, be patient. 

hear. Detested kite ! thou liest: \To GkMB&iL. 

My train are men of choice and rarest parts. 
That all particulars of duty know ; 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. — O most small fault, 
How ugly didst Aou in Cwdelia show ! 
Which, like an engine, wrench'd my frame of nature 
From the fix'd place ; drew from my heart all love. 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 
Beat at this gate, mat let thy folly in, \^VriiJidng his head. 

And thy dear judgment out ! — Go, go, my people. 

Alh. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant - 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

hear. What ! fifty of my followers, at a clap. 
Within a fortnight? 

Alb, What's the matter, sir ? 

hear, I'll tell thee ; — Life and death ! I am asham'd 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus : [To Gonbril. 
That these hot tears, which break from me perfc^ce, 
Should make thee worth them. — Blasts and fogs upon thee ! 
The untented woundings of a father's curse 
Pierce every sense about thee ! — Old fond eyes, 
Boweep this cause again, I'll pluck you out * 

13* • 
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And cast yon, with the waters that you kwe, 
To temper clay : — ^Ha ! is it come to this ? 
Let it be so : — Yet have I left a daughter, 
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable ; 
When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
^le'U flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find. 
That ril resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off for ever ; thou shalt, I ¥rarrant thee. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, cmd Attendants. 

ACT II. 

hmt diqMtdict K^t to the oowt of the Doke of CorawaD, to umooBoe his uteatkNi 
•f takiBf up hn icndenoe with hi»danght«r Regmn. The Duke asd his wife are at the 
Castle of Gkwter, where they are fotuui by Kent. The stardj old maa <^astises the 
{■soleaoe of a senritor of Goneril's, and is placed in the stocks, bj the order ol' Regma* 
Lear, not finding Regan at her owa castle, seeks her at the Dake of GkMter't. 

SCENE— Be/brc Gloeter's CasOe. 
Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. 'Tis strange, that they should so depart from home, 
And not send back my messenger. 

Gent. As I leam'd. 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, noble master ! 

Lear. How! • 

Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha ; look ! he wears cruel garters ! Horses are tied oy 
the heads ; dogs, and bears, by the neck ; monkeys by the loins, ana 
men by the legs. 

Lear. What's he, that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set thee here ? 

Kent. It is both he and she, 

Your son and daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I siy. 

Kent. I say, yea. 

Lear. No, no ; they would not. 

Kent. Yes they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, 1 swear, no. 

Kent, By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do't ; 
They could not, would not do't ; 'tis worse than murder. 
To do upon respect such violent outrage : 
Resolve jpe, with all modest haste, which way 
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Tlion miffht'st deserve, or they impose, this usage, 
Coming uom us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 

I did commend your highness' letters to them, 
Ere I was risen from the place that show'd 
Aly duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 
StewH in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril his mistress, salutations ; • 

Deliver d letters, spite of intermission. 
Which presently they read : on whose contents 
They summoned up their meiny, straight took horse ; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks : 
And meeting here the other messenger, 
Whose welcome, T perceiv'd, had poison'd mine, 

gleing the very fellow that of late 
splay'd so saucily against your highness,) 
Having more man than wit about me, drew; 
He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries : 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 
Fool Winter's not gone yet, if the vdld geese fly tliat way. 
Fathers, that wear rags. 

Do make their children blind; 
But fathers, that bear bags. 
Shall see their children kind. 
But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolors for thy daughteiti 
as thou canst tell in a year. 

Lear. O, how this mother swells up toward my heart ! 
Down, thou climbing sorrow, thy element's below ! 
Where is this daughter ? 
Kent, With the earl, sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not; 

Stay here. [ExiL 

Gent. Made you no more offence than what you speak of? 
Kent. None. 
How chance the king comes with so small a train ? 

Fool. An thou hadst been set i' the stocks for that questicm, thou 
hadst well deserved it. 
Kent. Whv, fool ? 

Fool. We 11 set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee there's no 
laboring in the winter. All that follow their noses are led by their 
eyes, but blind men. Let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs 
down a hill, lest it break thy neck with following it ; but the great 
one that goes up the hill, let him draw thee a&r. When a wise 
man gives thee better counsel, give me mine again : I would have 
none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it. 

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain. 
And follows but for foirm. 
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Will pack, when it b^^s to rain, 

And leave thee in the stonn. 
But I will tany ; the fool will stay. 

And let the wise man fly : 
The knave turns fool, that runs away ; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 
Kent. Where learn'd you this, fool 1 
FooL Not 4' the stocks, fool. 

Re-enter Lear, toiih GlosIer. 

Lear, Deny to speak with me ? They are sick t they are weary 1 
Tliey have travell'd hard to-night ? Mere fetches 
The images of revolt and fl3ring off! 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glo. My dear lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the duke ; 
How unremovable and fix d he is 
In his own course. 

Lear, Vengeance! plague! death! confusion!— 
Fiery ? what quality ? m^, Gloster, Gloster, 
I'd speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

Glo, WeU, my good lord, I have informed them so. 

Lear. Inform'd them ! Dost thou understand me, man ? 

GrZo. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall ; the dear &ther 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her service : 
Are they inform'd of this ?^ — rMy breath and Wood ! — 
Fiery ? the fiery duke ?— Tell the hot duke, that>— 
No, but not yet : — ^may be, he is not well : 
Infirmity doth still neglect all office, 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves. 
When nature, being oppress'd, commands the mind 
To suffer with the body : I'll forbear ; 
And am fallen out with my more headier will. 
To take the indispos'd and sickly fit 
For the sound man. — ^Death on my state ! wherefore 

[Locking on Ksht 
Should he sit here ? This act persuades me, 
That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth : 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd speak with them, 
Now, presently : bid them come forth and hear me. 
Or at their chamber door 111 beat the drum, 
Till it cry—Sleep to death. 

Glo. I'd have all well betwixt you. \Exiii 

Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart ! — but, down. 

Ertter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, arid Servants, 
Good morrow to you both. 



\ 
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Com, Hail to your grace ! 

[Kent is set at liberty^ 

Reg. I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. E^jgEm^think you are ; I know what reason 
I have to tmiiK so : if thou should'st not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb. 
Beloved Regan, 

Thy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied * 

Sharp-tooth'd uiSindness, like a vulture, here, — 

[Points f Us heart 
I can sc4irce speak to ihee ; thou'lt not believe. 
Of how deprav'd a quality — ^O Regan ! 

R^. I pray you, sir, take patience ; I have hope, 
You tess know how to value her desert, 
Than she to scant her duty. 

Lear. Say, how is that ? 

R^. I cannot think, my sister in the least 
WouS fail her obligation : if, sir, perchance. 
She have restrained the riots of your followers, 
'Tis on such' ground, and to such wholesome end. 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curses on her ! 

Reg. O, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should be rul'd, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better &an you yourself: Therefore, I pray you. 
That to our sister you do make return : 
Say, you have wrong'd her, sir. 

Lear. Ask her forgiveness ? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house ? 
Dear daughter, I cortfess that I am old ; 

J^e is unneussary : on my knees I beg, [Knedii^ 

^ not you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food. 

Reg. Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train ; 
Look'd black upon me ; struck me with her tongue, 
Most serpentrlike, upon the very heart :— 
All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ungrateful top ! Strike her young bones. 
You takmg airs, wilii lameness ! 

Com. Fye, fye, fye ! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her lieauty. 
You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, 
To fall and blast her pride ! ^ 

Reg. O the blest gods! 
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So win yoa wish on me, when the rash mood's on. 

hear. No, Regan, thon shalt never have my CQiae ; 
Thy tender-heftM nature shall not' give 
Thee o'er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not bam : Tis not in thee ' * ^ 

To CTodge my pleasures, to cut off my train. 
To bandy hatoy words, to scant my sizes. 
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Apdnst my coming in : thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o' the kingdom hast thou not forgot. 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg, Good sir, to the purpose. 

Lear. Who put my man i' the stocks ? 

Com. What trumpet's that Y 

£«fcr Steward. 

R^. I knowt, my sister's : this approves her letter. 
That she would soon be here. — Is your lady come ? 

Lear, This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows : — 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Com. What means your grace ? 

Lear. Who stock'd my servant ? Regan, I £ive good hope 
Thou didst not know of 't. — Who comes here ? O, heavens, 

ErUer Goneril. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 

Allow obedience, if yourselves are old, 

Make it your cause : send down, and take my part ! — 

Art not asham'd to look uijon this beard ? — [To Gohssil 

O, Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? ^ 

Gon, Why not by the hand, sir ? How have I offended ? 
All's not offence, that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms sa 

Lear. 3, sides, you are too tough ! 

Will you yet hold ? — ^How came my man i' the stocks ? 

Cam. I set him there, sir : but his own disorders 
Deserv'd much less advancement. 

Lear. You! did you? 

R^s. I pray you, father, being w^ik, seem so. 
If, tillthe expiration of your month. 
You will return and sojourn with my sister, 
Dismissing half your tram, come then to me ; 
I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismissed ? 
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N#, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 

To wage against the enmity o' the air ; 

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 

Necessity's sharp pinch !— Return with her ? 

Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took 

Our youngest bom, I could as well be brought 

To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 

To keep base life afoot : — Return with her ? 

Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 

To this detested groom. \Ijo6kxng on the Steward 

GoTu At your choice, sir. 

Lear, I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad; 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ; 
Or, rather a disease that's in my flesh', 
Which I must needs call mine ; thou art a boil, 
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle. 
In my corrupted blood. But I'll not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot. 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : 
Mend, when thou canst ; bs better, at thy leisure : 
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 
I, and my hundred knights. 

Reg, Not altogether so, sir ; 

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome : Give ear, sir, to my sister; 
For those that mingle reason with your passion 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 
But she knows what she does. 

Lear, Is this well spoken now t 

Reg, I dare avouch it, sir : What, fifty followers ? 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many ? sith that both charge and danger 
Speak 'gainst so great a number ? How, in one house, 
Should many people, under two commands. 
Hold amity ? 'Tis hard ; almost impossible. 

Gon, Why might not yoti, my lord, receive attendance, 
From those that she calls servants, or from mine ? 

Reg, Why not, my lord ? If then they chanc'd to slack yc'Ur 
We could control them : If you will come to me, 
(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty ; to no more 
Will I give place, or notice. 

Lear, 1 gave you all — 

Reg, And in good time you gave it-^ 

Lear, Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; , 

But kept a reservation to be follow'd 
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With such a number : What, must I come to yon 
With &ve and twenty, Regan ? said yoa bo ? 

Reg. And speak it again, my lord ; no nK>re with me. 

Lear, Those wicked creatures yet do lock well favoPd, 
\^en others are more wicked ; not being the worst. 
Stands in soQie rank of praise : — ^I'll go with thee ; [7b Goiokil 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty. 
And thou art twice her love. 

Oon. Hear me, my lord ; 

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five. 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Reg, What need one t 

Lear, O, reason not the need : our basest beg^uv 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : ' 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beast's : thou art a lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous,*^ 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. — ^But, for true need. 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need ! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 
If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ! 
O, let not woman's weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my man's cheeks ! — ^No, you unnatural hags, 
I will have such revenges on you both. 
That all the world shafl — ^I will do such things, — 
What they are, yet I know not ; but they shul be 
The terrors of the earth. You think, I'll weep, 
No, I'll not weep : 

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred &ousand flaws, 
Or ere I'll weep : — O, fool, I shall go mad ! 

[Exeunt Lear, Glostek, Kent jnd Fool 

Com, Let us withdraw, 'twill be a storm. 

'[Storm heard at a disUmoc* 

Reg, This house 

Is litUe ; the old man and his people cannot 
Be well bestow'd. 

Oon, 'Tis his own blame ; he hath put 
Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly. 

Reg» For his particular, I'll receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos'd. 

Wliere is my lord of Gloster ? 
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Re-enter Glcstee. 

Com. PoUow'd the old man forth : — ^he is retum'd. 

Glo, The king is in high rage. 

Com. Whither is he going ? 

Glo, He calls to horse ; but will I know not whither. 

Com, 'Tis best to give him way ; he leads himself. 

Gon, My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 

Glo, Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak winds 
Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
There's scarce a bush. 

Re^. O, sir, to wilful men, 

The injuries, that they themselves procure. 
Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors ; 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. 

Com. Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild night: 
My Regan counsels well : come out o' the storm. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Lear, cast off by his piUIess dangliten, wanden distracted through the conntry, acoom 
panied by his faithful Fool. Kent is released, and immediately proceeds in search of his 
royal i 



SCENE. — A Heatk. A storm is heard, vnih thunder nnd lightning. 

Enter Leak, and Fool. 

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! Uow ! 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench'd our steeples ! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe my white head ! And thou, all shaking tiiunder, 
Str&e flat the thick rotundity o' the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germins* spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. Good nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters' blessing ; here's a 
night pities neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy bellyfull ! Spit, fire ! spout, rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no subscription ; why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave, 
K poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man : — 

* Seeds begnn to sproot. 
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But yet I call yoa servile ministere. 

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 

Your high engendor*d battles, 'gainst a head 

So old and white as this. O ! O ! 'tis foul !— 

Mo« I will be the pattern of all patience, I will say nc thing 

Enter Kent. 

Kent, Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love night, 
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves : Since I was man, 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear, Let the great ^ods. 

That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads. 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
Thou perjur'd, and thou simular man of virtue • 
Caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practis'd on man's life ! — Close pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. — ^I am a man. 
More sinn'd against, than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest; 
Repose you there : while I to this hard house, 
(More hard than is the stone whereof 'tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Denied me to come in,) return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. — 

Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy ? Art cold ? 
I am cold myself. — ^Where is this straw, my fellow ? 
The art of our necessities is strange, ^ 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your hoyd» 
Poor fool and knave, I luive one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 

Fool. He that has a little tiny t^i^,— 

With heigh, ho, the toind and the rain, — 
Must make content with his fortune JU ; 
For the rain it rameth every day. 

Lear. True, my good boy. — Come, bring us to this hovel. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and FooL 
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Edgar escapes from the pnnuit of his Father, and assomes the diagnice of a ** Tom 
of Bedlam," or madman. He finds shelter on the deserted Heath, to which Lear .has 
wandered. He encounters the King. The assamption of madness by Edgar contrasts 
very strikingly with the real insanity of Lear, in the two following soeaes. 

SCENE.— A Part of the Heath, with a Hovd, 
Enter Lear, Kent, and Pool. 

Kent. Here is the place, my lord ; good n y lord, en'.er : 
The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. [Storm stUL 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent. I'd rather break mine own : Good my lord, enter. 

Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much, that this contentious storm 
Invades us to the skin : so 'tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is fix'd, 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun & bear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 
Thou'dst meet the bear i' the mouth. When the mind's free, 
The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else. 
Save what beats there. — ^Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand. 
For lifting food to't ? — ^But I will punish home :— 
No, I will weep no more. — In such a night 
To shut me out ! — ^Pour on ; I will endure : — 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Groneril ! — 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all^— 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 
No more of that, — 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own ease ; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — But I'll go in : 
In, boy ; go first.— [To the Fool.] — ^You houseless poverty, — 
Nay, get fliee in. Fll pray, and then Fll sleep.— [Fool goes tn» 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er yon are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these ? O, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 
That thou may'st^hake the snperflux to them. 
And show the heavens more just. [Tom ! 

Edgar.— [Within.] — ^Fathom and half, fathom and half! Poor 

[7^ Fool runs out of the hovel- 
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Fool, Come not in here, uncle, here's a spirit Help mc, help 
me! 

Kent, Give me thy hand. — ^Who's there ? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit ; he says his name's poor Tom. 

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i' the straw ? 
Come forth. 

Enter Edgar, disguised as a nuidman, 

Edg, Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — 
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — 
Humph ! so to thy cold bed and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters 1 
And art thou come to this ? 

Edg. Who ffives any thing to poor Tom 1 whom the foul fiend 
hath fed through fire and through name, through ford and whiflpocJ, 
3rver bog and quagmire ; that hath laid knives under his pillow, and 
halters in his pew ; set ratsbane by his porridge ; made him proud 
of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horse over four'-inch bridges, to 
course his own shadow for a traitor : — ^Bless thy five wits ! Tom's 
a-cold. — ^Bfess thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking ! Do 
poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend vexes : There could 1 
nave him now, — and there, — and there, — and there again, and there. 

[Storm continues, 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to this pass ? — 
Could'st thou save nothing ? Didst thou give them all ? 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had all been ashamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdu'd nature 
To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters. — 
It is the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have this Uttle mercy on their flesh ! 
Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Fool, l^his cold night will turn us all to fools and madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o' the foul fiend : Obey thy parents ; keep thy 
word justly ; swear not ; set not thy sweet heart on proud array : 
Tom's a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been ? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; that curled my 
hair; wore gloves in my cap; swore as many oaths as I spake 
words, and broke them in the sweet face of heaven. 

[Storm stUl continues, 

Lear, Why, thou wert better in thy grave, than to answer with 
thy uncover'd body this extremity of the skies. — ^Is man no more 
than this ? Consider him well : Thou owest the worm no silk, the. 
beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no perfume :— Ha ! here's 
toee of us are sophisticated I — ^Thou art tJie thing itself* unaccom* 
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modated man is no more but such a poor, bare, forked animal ts thoa 
art. — Off, off, you landings : — Come ; unbutton here. — 

[Tearing off his clothes. 
Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; this is a naughty night to 
swim in. — Look, here comes a walking fire. 

Gloster is moved to pity the wrongs inflicted on his royal master. He incurs the dti- 
pl^nre of ComwaU^^d Regan, is dispossessed of his Castle, and fdlows in ponnlt of 
Le^r. 

Enter Gloster, toith a torch. 

Lear. What's he? 

Kent. Who's there ? What is't you seek ? 

Glo. What are you there ? Your names ? 

Eilg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the toad, the tad- 
pole, the wall-newt, and the water ; who is whipped from tything to 
tything, and stocked, punished, and imprisoned ; who hath had three 
Buits to his back, six shirts to his body, horse to ride, and weapcm tc 
wear. 

But mice, and rats, and such small deer, 
Have been Tom^s food for seven long year. 

Beware mv follower : — ^Peace, Smolkin ; peace, thou fierd ! 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company? 

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
Modo he's call'd, and Mahu. 

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so vile^ 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor TcMn's a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey all your daughters' hard commands : 
^Though their injunction be to bar my doors. 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon yon ; 
Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you out, 
And bring you where both fire and wood is ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this phOosopher : — 
What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent. Grood my lord, take his offer ; 
Gro into the house. 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned Theban >- 
What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent* Importune him once more to go, my lord. 
His wits begin to unsettle. « 

Glo. Canst thou blame him ? 

His daughters seek his death : — Ah, that good Kent !— 
He said it would be thus : — Poor banish'd man ! — 
Thou say'st the king grows mad : I'll tell thee, friend, 
I am almost mad mysdf : I had a son. 
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Now outlaw'd from my blood : he sought my life, 

But lately, ypry late ; I lov'd him, friend,-— 

No father his son dearer : true to tell thee, [8ta!m coftftmm 

The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this I 

I do beseech your grace. 

Lear. O, cry you mercy, 

Noble philosopher, you* company. 

Edg. Tom^s a-cold. ^ 

Glo, In, fellow, there to the hovel : keep thee wann. 

Lear, Come, let's in all. . 

KerU, This way, lAy lord. 

Lear, With him ; 

I will l^p still with my philosopher. 

Kent, Good my lord, soothe him ; let him take the fellow. 

Glo, Take you him on. 

Kent, Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. ' 

Lear. Come, good Athenian. 

Glo. No words, no words : 

Hush. 

Edg. Child Rowland to (he dark tower camCy 

His iDord was still, — Fie, f oh, andfum, 
I smell the blood of a JBritish man, [Exeunt. 

' SCENE yi. '''" 

A Chamber in a Farm-House, adjoining the Castle . 
Enter Gloster, Lear, Ejbnt, Fool, and Edgar. 

Glo. Here is better than the open air ; take it thankfully : I will 
piece out the comfort with what addition T can : I will not be lone 
from you. 

Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to his impatience : 
—The gods reward your kindness ! [Exit Gloster. 

Edg. Frateretto calls me ; and tells me, Nero is an angler in the 
lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and beware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman be a gentle- 
man, or a yeoman ? 
' Lear. A king, a king ! 

Fool. No : he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to his son ; for 
he's a mad yeoman, that sees his son a gentleman before him. 

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits 
Come hizzing in upon them : — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them straight : — 
Come, sit thou here, most leameid justicer ;— — [To Edgar. 

Thou, sapient sir, sit here. — [To the Fool.] — ^Now, you she foxes i— . 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares ! — 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ? 
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Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, tome:-^ 
Pool Her boat hath a leak. 
And she must not speak 
Why she dares not come over lo thee, 
Kent. How do you, dr ? Stand you not so amazM : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? * 

Lear. I'll see their trial first : — ^Fring in the evidence.— 
Thou robed man of justice, take thy place ; — \To Edgar. 

And thou, his yolse-fellow of equity, \To the Fool. 

Bench by his side : — ^You are of the commission, [Tb KiiiT. 

Sit you too. 

E(^. Let us deal justly. 

Steepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd? 

Thy sheep be in the com ; 
And for one blast of thy minikin mouthy 
* Thy. sheep shall take no harm. 

Pur ! the cat is gray. 

Lear. Arraign her first : 'tis Goneril. I here take my oath before 
this honorable assembly, slie kicked the poor king her father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistress ; Is your name (^neril 7 
t Lear. She cannot deny it 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint stool. 

Lear. And here's another^ ^^hose warp'd looks proclaim 
What store her heart is made of. — Stop ner there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire !— Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer, why hast thou let ner 'scape ? 

E^. Bless thy five wits ! 

Kent. O pity ! — Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 

Ec^. My tears begin to take his part so much, 
They^ mar my counterfeiting. [Aawfa 

liar. The little dogs and all, 
Tr^, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at me. 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them : — ^Avaunt, you curs! 

Be thy mouth or black or white. 
Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 
MastiflT, greyhound,- mongrel grim. 
Hound, or spaniel, brach, or lym ; 
Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail ; 
Tom will make them weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head ; 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do de, de de. Sessa. Come, march to wakes and fairs, and market 
towns : — Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan, see what breeds about her 
heart : Is there any cause in nature, that makes these hard hearts 1 
—You, sir, I entertain you for one of my hundred ; only, I do not 
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like theWashion of your garments : you will say, they are Persian 
attire ; but let them be changed. [To £]>aAR. 

Kent, Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest awhile. 

Lear, Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the curtains : So. so, 
60 : We'll go to supper i' the morning : So, so, so. 
* Fool, And I'll go to bed at noon. 

Re^-enter Glostee. 

Oh. Qcme hither, friend : Where is the king my master ? 

Kent, Here, sir ; but trouble him not, his wits are gone. 

Glo. Grood friend, I pr'ythee take him in thy arms ; 
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in't, 
And drive towards I>over, Mend, where thou shalt me^ 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master ; 
If thou should'st dailv half an hour, his life. 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him. 
Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up ; 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent. Oppress'd nature sleeps :— 

This rest might yet have balmVi thy broken senses. 
Which, if convenience will not allow. 
Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear thy master ; 
Thou must not stay behmd. [To the Foci 

Glo, « Come, come, away. 

[Exeunt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool, bearing off the Kam. 

Edg, When we our betters see bearing our woes, 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers, suffers most i' the mind ; 
Leaving free thin^, and happy shows, behind : 
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip. 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now. 
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king bow ; 
He childed, as I father'd ! — Tom, away : 
Mark the high noises : and thyself bewray. 
When felse dpinion, whose wrgng thought defiles thee, 
In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will nap more to-night, save 'scape the king ! 
Lurk, lurk. [Exit. 

ACT IV. 

Regan and Cornwall issue orden to Edmund to seek out his Father, and bring fai« 
back to the Castle. Gloster is overtaken, and is punished for hb commiseration towards 
the King, by the loss ofhis eyes. In this state he is c^ed back to the Heath, and is there 
••oounteied by his Son Edgar. 
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SCENE L^The Heath. 
Enter Edgab. 
Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be contenm'd. 
Than still contemn'd and flatter'd. To be worst, 
The lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune 
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear : 
The lamentable change is from the best ; 
The worst returns to laughter.. Welcome then. 
Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace ! 
The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst, 
Owes nothing to thy blasts^— But who comes here ? — 

Enter GfIoster, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led ? World, world, O world ! 
But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your tenant, and 
Cather's tenant, these fourscore years. ^ 

Olo. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone : 
Thy ccnnforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt 

Old Man, Alack, sir, yon cannot see your way. 

Olo, I have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 
I stumbled when I saw : Full oft 'tis seen. 
Our mean secures us ; and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. — ^Ah, dear sou Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
I'd say, I had eyes agaui ! 

Old Man, How now ? Who's there ? 

Edg. [Aside,\ O gods ! who is't can say, I am at the Vfoni f 
I am worse than e'er 1 was. 

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg, [Aside.] And worse I may be yet : The worst is oo^ 
So long as we can say. This is the worst. 

Old Man, Fellow, where goest ? 

Glo, Is it a beggar man Y 

Old Man, Madman and beggar too. 

Olo, He has some reason, else he could not beg. 
r the last night's storm I such a fellow saw ; 
Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce Mends with mm. 

Edg, How should this be t 

Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow, 
Ang'ring itself and others. — [Aside.] — ^Bless thee, master! 

Olo. is that the naked Mow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 
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Oh. Then, pr'ythee, get thee ^one : If, for my tmkdt 
Thou wilt overtake us, hence a mile or twain, 
r the way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 
And brine; some covering for this naked aool. 
Whom ru entreat to leA me. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he's mad. 

Glo. *Ti8 the times* plagoe when madmen lead the blind. 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy {Measure ; 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. Ill bring him the best 'parel that I have, 
Come on't what will. J^ExU, 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. — ^I cannot daub it farther. [Asitk, 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. [Aside.] And yet I must — ^Bless thy swoct eyes, they 
Ueed. 

Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way, and foot-patL Poor Tom 
hath been scared oat of ms good wits : Bless the goodman from tht 
foul fiend I 

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the heaven's plagues 
Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched. 
Makes thee the happier : — ^Heavens, deal so stUl ! 
Let the superfluous, that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your powOi* quickly ; 
So distribution should undo excess, 
And each man have enough. — ^Dost thou know Dover ? 

Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. Tliere is a clifT, whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined d^p : 
Brinff me but to the very brim of it. 
And ril repair the misery thou dost bear. 
With something rich about me : from that placo 
I shall no leading need. 

Edff. Give me thy arm ; 

PDor Tom shall lead thee. [Exetmt^ 

Edgu f ktiH twkMWB to his father, leads him to a spot whiofc li9 ^oaolfnlly deaeribes as 
beiag Dover CUils. 

The whole scene is exquisitely wnraght up. 

SCENE VL— 7^ Country near Dover. 

Re-enter Gloster, and Edgar dressed like a peasant 

Glo. When shall we come to the top of that same hill ? 
Edg. You do dimb up it now : look how we labor. 
Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 
Edg. Horrible steep : 

Hark, do you hear the sea ? 

Glo. No, trulv. 
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ESg, Why, tjen your other senses grow imperfect 
By your eyes' anguish. 

dlo» So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks, thy voice is alter'd : and thou speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter, than tibou didst. 

Edg. You are much deceiv'd : in nothing am I changM, 
But in my garments. 

Glo, Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edff. Come on, sir : here's the place ; — stand stiU — ^How fearful 
And mzzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low ! 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade ! 
Metmnks, he seems no bigger than his head : 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach. 
Appear like mice ; and yon tall anchoring bark 
Diminish'd to her boat ', her boat a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : The murmuring surge, 
That on the unnumberM idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high : — I'll look no more, 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 

Glo, Set me where you stand. 

Edg, Give me your hand : You are now within a foot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

Glo. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a noor man's >taking : Go thou further off; 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg, Now fare you well, good sir. [Seems toga 

Glo, With all my heart. 

Edg, Why I do trifle thus with his despair, 
Is done to cure it. 

Glo, O you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce ; and, in your sights, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills. 
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Bum itself out. U Edgar lives, O, bless him ! — 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He kajos, andfaUs along, 

Edg, Gone, sir ? farewell. — 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft : Had he been where he thought, 
By this, had tb)ught been past. — ^Alive, or dead ? 
llo, you sir ! friend ! — ^Hear you, sir ? — speak ! 
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Thus might he pass indeed :— Yet he revives : 
What are you, sir ? 

Olo, Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer, feathers, ab. 
So many fathom down precipitating. 
Thou hadst shiver'd like an egg : but thou dost Inreathe ; 
Hast heavy substance ; Weedst not ; speak'st; art sound. 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude, 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell ; 
Thy life's a miracle : Speak yet again. 

Olo. But have I fallen, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky bourn : 
Look up a-height ;— the shrill-gorff'd krk so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but k>ok up. 

Gto. Alack, I have no eyes. — 
Is wretchedness depriv'd that benefit. 
To end itself by death ? 'Twas yet some comfort. 
When misery could beffuile the tyrant's rage. 
And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg. Give me your arm : 

Up : — So ;— How is't ? Feel you your legs ? You sta£/l* 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Edg, This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o' the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Gh, A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg, As I stood here below, methought, his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses. 
Horns whelk'd, and wav'd like the enridg^ sea ; 
It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father. 
Think that the clearest gods, who make them honors 
Of men's impossibilities, have preserv'd thee. 

Glo. I do remember now. : henceforth I'll bear 
Aflliction, till it do cry out itself, 
Emmgh, erumgh, and die. That thing you speak of, 
1 took it for a man ; often 'twould say. 
The fiend, the fiend : he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. But who comes herel 
Enter Lear, fantastically dressed up loith flowers. 
The safer sense will ne'er accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining : 
I am the king himself. 

Edg. O thou side-piercing siffht ! 

Lear. Nature's above art in that respect. — Give the word. 

Edg, Sweet marjoram. 

Lear* Pass. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Leai. Ha! Goneril! — ^with a white beard! — ^They flatter'd me 
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Kke a dog ; and told me, I had white hairs in my heard, ere the black 
ones were there. To say ay and no, to every thing I said * — Ay and 
no too was no good divinity. When the rain came to wet me (mce, 
and the wind to make me chatter; when the thunder would not 
peace at my bidding ; there I found them, there I smelt them out. 
Go to, they are not men o' their words : they told me I was every 
thing ; 'tis a lie ; I am not ague-proof. 

GU). The trick of that voice I do well remember : 
Is't not the king ? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king : 

When I do stare, see how the subject quiies. 
I pardon that man's life. 

Glo. O, let me kiss that hand ! 
Lear, Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality. 
Glo, O ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world 
Shall so wear out to nought. — ^Dost thou know me ? 

Lear, I remember thine eyes well enough. — ^Read thou this chal- 
lenge ; mark but the penning of it 

Gh, Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 
Edg, I would not take this from report ; — it is, 
And my heart breaks at it 
Lear, Read. 

GU), What, with the case of eyes ? 

Lear, O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes in your nead, nor 
no money in your purse ? Your eyes are in a heavy case, your 
purse in a light. Yet you see how this world goes. 
Glo, I see it feelingly. 

Lear, What, art mad ? A man may see how this world goes, 
with no eyes. Look with4hine ears : see how yon' justice rails upon 
yon' simple thief. Hark, in thine ear : Change places ; and, handy- 
dandy, which is the justice, which is the thief? — ^Thou hast seen a 
farmer's dog bark at a beggar ? 
Qh, Ay, sir ? 

Lear, And the creature run from the cur ? 
There thou might'st behold the great image of authority : a dog*! 

obeyed in office. — 
Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear ; 
Robes, and furr'd gowns, hide all. Plate sin with gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it 
None does offend, none. T say, none ; I'll able 'em : 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not. — Now, now, now, now ; 
Pull off my boots : — ^liarder, harder ; so. 

Edg, O, matter and impertinency mix'd ! 
Reason in madness ! 
Lear, It thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 



804 SHAKSPBARIAN READER. 

I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 
Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither. 
Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air, 
We wawl, and cry : — ^I will preach to thee ; mark me. 

Glo, Alack, alack, the day ! 

Lear. When we are bom, we cry, that we are come 

To this great stage of fools ; ^Tms a good block ?— 

It were a delicate stratajp^em, to shoe 
A troop of horses with felt : Pll put it in proof; 
Aud when I have stolen upon these sons4n-law. 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kiU, kiU. 

Enter a Gentleman, vnth Attendants. 

Gera, O, here he is ; lay hand upon him. — Sir, 
Your most dear daughters- 
Lear. No rescue ? What, a prisoner ? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well ; 
Yon shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon, 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent, You shall have any thing. 

Lear, No seconds ? all myself? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt. 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots. 
Ay, and for laying autumn's dust. 

Gent. Good sir, — 

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom ; What ? 
I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king. 
My masters, know you that ? 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Thea there's life in it Nay, an you get it, yon shall get 
it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. [Exit running; Attendants /oZZoir. 

Cordelia learns the nnnatnral treatment her Father has received from Regan and Gron- 
eril, and proceeds with her husband, the King of France, and a nnmerons army, to resone 
Lear, and pnnish her sisters. She finds the wretched old King, in great misery, and 
Mtinlj bereft of reason. He is conveyed to the French camp. 

SCENE.— A Tera in the French Camp.-^LEAR on a Bed, asleep; 

Physicians, Gentlemen, and others attending. 

Enter Cordelia, and Kent. 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live, and work, 
To match thy goodness ? My life will be too short, 
And eveiy measure fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowledg'd, madam, is o'erpaid. 
All my reports eo with the modest truth ; 
Nor more, nor dipp'd, but so. 

Cor. Be better suited : 

These weeds are memories of those worser hours ; 
[ prVthee, put them off. 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam ; 
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Yet to be known, shortens my made intent : 
My boon I make it, that you know me not. 
Till time and I think meet 

Car. Then be it so, my good lord. — How does the king ? 

[Tb^Phyndan. 

Phys, Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor, O you kind ffods, 
Cnre this great breach in bis abased nature \ 
The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up. 
Of this child-changed father ! 

Phys. So please your majesty, 

That we may wake the king ? he hath slept long. 

Car, Be govem'd by your knowledge, and proceed 
r the sway of your own will. Is he amnr'd ? 

Gent, Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep, 
We put fresh garments on him. 

Phys, Be by, good madam, when we do awake him ; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Car, Very well. 

Phys, Please you, draw near. 

Cor. O my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent, Kind and dear princess ! 

Cor, Had you not been their father, these wnite flakes 
Had challenff d pity of them. Was tlds a face 
To be exposM against the warring winds ? 
To stand against the deep dread-^lted thunder ? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of Quick, cross-li^htnin^ ? to watch (poor perdu !) 
With this thin heun ? Muie enemy's dog. 
Though he had bit me, should have sto<^ that nigh 
Against my fire ; And wast thou fain, poor £sdiier, 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
In shorty and musty straw;? Alack, alack ! 
Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. — ^He wakes ; speak to him. 

Phys, Madam, do you ; ^s fittest. 

Cor, How does my royal lord ? How fares your migestj • 

Lear, You do me won?, to take me out o'the grave :— > 
Thou art a soul in bliss ; out I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor, Sir, do you know me ? 

hear. You are a spirit, I know ; When did you die 1 

Cor, Still, still, far wide ! 

Phys, He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile. 

Lear. Where have I been ? Where am I ? — ^Pair daylight f— 
i <un mightily abns'd. — ^I should even die with pity, 
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To see another thus* — ^I know not what to say.— 
I will not swear, these are my hands : — let's see 
I feel this pin prick. 'Would I were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cifr, O, look npon me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me ^ 
No, sir, you must not kneel 

hear. Pray, do not mock me : 

I am a very foolish fond old man. 
Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 
I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks, I should know you, and know this man ; 
Yet I am doubtful ; for I am mainly ififnorant 
What place this is : and all tiie skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laug^ at me * 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

CofT, And 60 1 am, I am. 

Lear, Be your tears wet ? Yes, 'faith. I pray, weep not : 
K you have poison for me, I will drink it 
I know, you do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 
You have some cause, they have not. 

C<rr, No cause, no cause. 

hear. Am I in France ! 

Kefnt, In your own kingdom, sir. 

hear. Do not abuse me. 

Fhys, Be comforted, good madam ; the grei^t rage. 
You see, is cur'd in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o'er the time he has lost. 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more, 
TiU further settling. 

Ccr, Willt please your highness walk ? 

l^ar. You must bear with me 

Pray now, forget and forgive : I am old, and foolish. 
^ [Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, and Attend 

ACT V. 

Lew k raitored to reason, and aided by the forces of France, makes war afainst ths 
Dnkes of Cornwall and Albany, whose armies are led on by Edmond, created by them 
Earl of Gloster. The King, and Cordelia are defeated, and made prisoners. 

SCENE.— T^ British Camp near Dover. 

Enter, in conquest, with drum and colors, Edmund ; Lbab, and Cob* 
DELIA, as 'prisoners ; Officers, Soldiers, ^. 
Edm, Some officers take them away : good guard ; 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 



KING LEAR. 297 

Cw, We are not the first, 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr'd the worst. 
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down ; 
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown.- 
Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters ? 

I^OT. No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison : 
We two alone will sing like birds i' the cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down. 
And ask of thee forgiveness : ^ we'll live. 
And pray, and suig, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded buttsri^es, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news ; and we'll talk with them too,— 
Who loses, and who wins ; who's in, who's out : — 
And take upon us the mystery of things. 
As if we were Heaven's spies : And we'll wear out, 
In a witU'd prison, packs and sects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow oy the moon. 

Bdm, Take them away. 

hear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The gods themselves throw incense. Have I caught thee ? 
He tfaAt parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven. 
And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ; 
They shall not make us weep : we'll see them starve first 
Come. [Exeunt Leak, and Cordelia, gtuirded, 

Lear and his daughter are conveyed to Prison, and orden are given by Albany to 
hang Cordelia. 

Punishment now overtakes the guilty Regan and Goneril. In pursuing theit cslaw 
ful love towards Edmund, Regan, through jealousy, poisons her sister, and then dies by 
her own hand. 

Edmund receives the reward of his crimes from Edgar, who chaUenges him to single 
•ombat and slays him. Gloster is reconcUed to his son, and the Play ends with the deaUb 
of Lear. 

SCENE.— A Prison. 

Enter Lear, toith Cordelia dead in his arms ; Edgar, Officer, 
and others. 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl ! — O, you are men of stones ; 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd use diem so ^ 

That heaven's vault should crack : — O, she is gone for € rer !— 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She's dead as earth : — Lend me a looking-glass ; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror ? 

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it be so, 
It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good master ! [KneeHng. 
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Lear, Pr'ythee, away. I 

Edg, 'Tis noble Kent, your M^id r 

Lear. A plagne upon yon, murderers, traitors all ! t 

I might have sav'd her ; now she's gone for ever ! — | 

Confelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! I 

What is't thou say'st ? — ^Her voice was ever soft, I 

Gentle, and low : an excellent thing in woman : — | 

I kill'd the slave that was a hanging thee. 

Of. "Tis true, my lords, he did. 

T,ear. Did I not, fellow ? 

I have seen the day, with my good biting fiedchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 
And these same crosses spoil me. — ^Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are none o' the best : — I'll tell you straight. 

Kent. If fortune bra^ of two she lov'd and hatec^ 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight : Are you not Kent ? 

Kent. The same. 

Your servant Kent : Where is your servant Caius ? 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
Hell strike, and quickly too : He's dead and rotten. 

Kenl. No, my good lord ; I am the very man ; — 

Lear. I'll see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of difference and decay. 
Have follow'd your sad steps. 

Lenr. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else ; all's cheerless, dark, and dead.y«— 
Your eldest daughters have fore-doom'd themselves, 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd ! No, no, no life : 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life. 
And thou no breath at all ? O, thou wilt come no laore. 
Never, never, never, never, never ! — 
Pray you, undo this button : Thank you, sir. — 
Do you see this ? Look on her, — ^loG^,--4ier lips^— 
Look there, look there ! — [He diet* 
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This Play it oomidered by the critics to have " all the merit of entiie originality of 
9.ot and incident.'' The traditions of all Enrope and the East, fornished the leading 
dea of fdry character, while classical and mythological histoiy has been drawn npon fof 
he hermcal personages. 

Onr selections from this brilliant poetical composition, are ooafined to the aotioa of 
the Drama, as connected with the *' princely lores " of Thesens and Hippolyta, and tha 
Athenian Lorers. The homorons nndCT-plota we are anwiOin^y oompdltd to omit froa 
waat of space. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Theseus, Duke 0/ Athens. 
EoEUS, /atAer to Hermia. 

Pbilostbate, master of the reveU to Theiew. 

QinNCE, the carpenter. 

Snug, the joiner. 

Bottom, the weaver. 

Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Skout, the tinker. 

Starveling, the tailot 

Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons, hetrothsd to The 
Hermia, daughter to Egens, in love with Lysander. 
Helbita, in hve with Demetrius. 
Oberon, king of the fairies. 
TiTANiA, queen of the fairies. 
PvcK, or Robin-goodfellow, a fairy. 
Peas-blossom, Cobweb, Motb, Mustard-seed, fairies. 
Pyramus, Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, Lion, characters m the In* 
terlude performed by the Clowns. 

Other Fairies attending their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Thesens and Hippolyta. 

SCENEr— Athens, and a Wood not far from it. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Athens. A Room in the Palace cf Theeeus. 
Enter Theseus, Hiffolyta, Philostrate, and Attendants. 

The. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour . 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon ; but, oh, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 
like to a step-dame, or a dowager, 
Long withering out a young man's revenue. 

Hip, Four days will quickly steep themselves in nights ; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 
And then the moon, Hke to a silver bow 
Now bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The, Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals, 

The pale companion is not for our pomp. — | Exit Pbtlostratk 
Himx>lyta, I woo'd thee with my sword, 
Ana won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 
But I will wed thee in another key, 
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

Enter E&eus, Hermia, Ltsander, and Debeetrius. 

§re. Happl be Theseus, our renowned duke ! 

Thanks, good Egeus : What's the news with thee ? 
Ege, Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. — 
Stand forth, Demetrius ;— Jkf y noble lord, 
This man hath my consent to marry her : — 
Stand forth, Lysander ; — and, my gracious duke, 
This hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child : 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes, 
And interchang'd love-tokens with my child : 
Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung. 
With feigning vwce', verses of feigning love ; 
And stolii the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits. 
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats ; messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth : 
With cunninff hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart, 
Tum'd her obedience, which is due to me. 
To stubborn harshness : — ^And, my gracious duke, 
Be it so she will not here, before your grace 
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Consent to many with Demetrius, 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens ; 
As sne is mine, I may dispose of her : 
Which shall be either to Uiis gentleman, 
Or to her death ; according to our law, 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The, Wnat say you, Hermia ? be advis'd, fair maid : 
To you yonr father should be as a god ; 
One that compos'd your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax, ' 

By him imprinted, and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a worthy genueman. 
Her, So is Lysander. 
The. In himself he is : 

But, in this kind, wantinff your father's voice. 
The other must be held me worthier. 

Her, I would, my father look'd but with my eyes. 
The, Rather your eyes must with his judgment look* 
Her, I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power I am made bold ; 

Nor how it may concern my modesty. 

In such a presence here to plead my thoughts : 

But I beseech your grace that I may know 

The worst that may befal me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The, Either to die the death, or to abjure 

For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires, 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood. 

Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice. 

You can endure the livery of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd. 

Chanting l&int hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 

Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 

But earthBer happy is the rose distill'd. 

Than that, whicn, withering on the virgin thorn. 

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessemiess. 
Her, So will I grow, so Uve, so die, my lord. 
The, Take time to pause ; and, by the next new moon, 

(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me. 

For everlasting bond of fellowship,) 

Upon that day either prepare to die. 

For disobedience to your father's will ; 

Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would : 

Or on Diana's altar to protest. 

For aye, austerily and single life. 
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Ifem. Relent, b^eet Hennia ;— And, Lysander, yMd 
Thy crazed title to my certain right 

tys. You have her father's love, Demetrius ; 
Let me have Hermia's : do you marry him. 

Ege, Scornful Lysander ! true he hath my love ; 
And what is mine my love shall render him ; 
And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lys. I am, mv lord, as well deriv'd as he, 
As well possess d ; my love is more than his ; 
My fortunes every way as fairiy rank'd, 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius ; 
Ana, which is more than all these boasts can be, 
I am belov'd of beauteous Hennia : 
Why should not I then prosecute my right t 
Demetrius, 111 avouch it to his bead, 
Mnde love to Neda's daughter, Helena, 
And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes, ' 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry. 
Upon tms spotted and inconstant man. 

The. I must confess, that I have heard so much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof* 
But, being over-full with self-afikirs. 
My mind did lose it. — ^But, Demetrius, come ; 
And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 
I have some private schooling for you both. — 
For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To fit your fancies to your father's will ; 
Or else the law of Athens yields you up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate,) 
To death, or to a vow of single life. — 
Come, my Hippolyta ; What cheer, my love ? 
Demetrius, ana fSgeus, go along : 
I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

Ege, Wim duty, and desire, we follow you. 

[Exeunt Thes. Hif. Ege. Dem. and tram 

Lys. How now, my love ? Why is your cheek so pale ? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast? 

Her, Belike for want of rain ; which I could well 
Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Lys, Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 
The course of true love never did run smooth : 
But either it was different in blood. 
Or else misgrafted, in respect of years : 
Or elso A stood upon the choice of friends : 
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Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 
War, death, or sickness, did lay siege to it ; 
Making it momentary as a sound, 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream ; 
Brief as the lightning in the coUied* night. 
That, in a spleen, unfdds hoth heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold ! 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 
So quick bright thin^ come to confusion. 

Her, If then true lovers have been ever cross'd, 
It stands as an edict in destiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience. 
Because it is a customary cross ; ^ 
As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, and sighs, 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's followers. 

Ijys, A good persuasion ; therefore, hear me, Hennia* 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she haSi no child ; 
From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 
And she respects me as her only son. 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ; 
And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us ; If thou lov'st me then. 
Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night , 
And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do observance to a mom of May, 
There will I stay for thee. 

Her, My good Lysander ! 

I swear to thee by Cupid's strongest bow ; 
By his bes^ arrow with the golden head ; 
By the simplicity of Venus' doves ; 
By that wmch knitteth souls, and prospers loves ; 
By all the vows that ever men have br^e. 
In number more than ever woman spoke ; — 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Lys, Keep promise, love : Look, here comes Helena. 

ErUer Helena. 

Her, God speed fair Helena ! Whither away ? 

Hel, Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves you fair : O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are load-stars ; and vour tongue's sweet air. 
More tunable than lark in shepherd's ear. 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching ; O, were favor so ! 

* Black. 
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Yonn would I catch, fiur Heimia, ere I go ; 

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye, 

My toDffue should catch your tongue's sweet melody. 

Were the world mine, Demetrius heing bated, 

The rest FU give to be to you translated. 

O, teach me how you look ; and with what art 

You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart. 

Her, r frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

Heh O, that your frowns would teach my smiles such skill ! 

Her. I give mm curses, yet he gives me love. 

HeL O, that my prayers could such aflfection move ! 

Her. Tlie more I hate, the more he follows me. 

Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Hel. None, but your beauty ; 'Would that fault were mine ! 

Her. Take comfort ; he no more shall see my lace ; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. — 
Before the time 1 did Lysander see, 
Seem'd Athens like a paradise to me : 
O then, what graces in my love do dwell, 
That he hath tum'd a heaven unto hell ! 

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : 
To-morrow night when Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat'ry glass. 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 
(A time that lovers' nights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens' gates have we devis'd to steal. 

Her. And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose beds were wont to lie. 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet ; 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet : 
And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes, 
To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfeUow ; pray thou for us, 
And good luck grant thee tiiy Demetrius ! — 
Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
From lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight. lExit H£BM» 

Lys. I will, my Hermia. — ^Helena, adieu : 
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Exit Lt& 

Hel. How happy some, o'er other some can be ! 
Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. 
But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 
He will not know what all but he do know. 
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes. 
So I, admiring of his qualities. 
Things base and vile, holding no quantity. 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind ; 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind. 
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Nor hath love's mind of any judgment taste ; 

Wmgs, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd. 

As waggish boys m games themselves forswear, 

So the £)y Love is peijur'd every where ; 

For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne,* 

He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine ; 

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 

So he dissolv'd, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I wlD go tell him of fair Hermia's flight : 

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night. 

Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense : 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have his sight thither, and back again. [ExiL 

ACT II. 

SCENE I.— A Wood near Athens. 

Enter a Fairy at one door, and Puck at another. 

Puck, How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
Fai, Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over park, over pale. 

Thorough flocS, borough fire, 

I do wander every where. 

Swifter than the moones sphere ; 

And I serve the fairy queen. 

To dew her orbs upon the green : 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy favors. 

In those freckles live their savors : 
I must go seek some dew-drops here. 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 
Farewell, thou lobf of spirits, I'll be gone : 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 

Pvck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night ; 
Take heed, the queen come not within his sight. 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 
Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy stol'n from an Indian king ; 
She never had so weet a changeling : 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild : 

* EyM. t A tern of contempt. 
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Bat ihc; perforce, withholds the loved boy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy ; 
And now they never meet in grove, or green, 
By fountain clear or spangled star-light sheen,"^ 
But they do sauare ; that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 

Fai. Either I mistake your shape and making quita, 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
Call'd Iu>bin Good-fellow : are you not he, 
That fright the maidens of the villagery ; 
Skim muk ; and sometimes labor in die quern, 
And bootless make the breathless housewife chum ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm ; 
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their hann ? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 
Are not you he ? 

Ptidb. Thou speak'st aright ; 

I am that merry wanderer of the ni^t 
I jest to Oberon, and make him smile. 
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 
Neiffhing in likeness of a silly foal : 
And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl. 
In very likeness of a roasted crab ;t 
And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob, 
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, ^ 

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 
Then slip I under her, down topples she. 
And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and lofib ; 
And waxen in their mirth, tmd neeze smd swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. — 
But room. Fairy, here comes Oberon. 

Fai. Ajid here my mistress : — Would that he were gone ! 

Enter Oberon, at one door with his train, and Titania, at anoOuf 
toith hers, 

Obe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania. 

THta, What, jealous Obiron ? Fairy, skip hence. 

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton. 

THta. These are the forgeries of jealousy : 
And never, since the midd& summer's spnqg. 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead. 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brook. 
Or on the beached margent of the sea. 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 
But with thy. brawls thou hast disturb'd our spoft. 

Bhiiijif. fWOdapplM. 
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Therefore the winds, piping to ns in vain, 
As in revenge, have suck'aup from the sea 
Contagious fo^ ; which falling in the land, 
Have every pelting river made so proud, 
That they have overborne their continents : 
ITie ox hath therefore btretch'd his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the men com 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beara : 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 
The nine men's morns'" is fill'd up with mud ; 
And the quaint mazes in the want(m green, 
For lack of tread, are undistinguishable ; 
The human mortals want their winter here ; 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 
Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 
That rheumatic diseases do abound : 
And thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of me crimson rose ; 
And on old Hyems chin, and icy crown, 
An odorous chap^t of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockeiy, set : The spring, the summer, 
The childuig autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wont^ liveries ; and the mazed world. 
By their increase, now knows not which is which : 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 
We are their parents and original. 

Obe, Do vou amend it then : it lies in you : 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon ? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy, 
To be my henchman. 

Tita, Set your heart at rest. 

The faity land buys not the child of me. 
His motner was a vot'ress of my order : 
And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 
Full often hath she gossip'd by my side ; 
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood ; 
But she, bemg mortd, of that boy did die, 
And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy : 
And, for her sake, I will not part with him. 
Obe, How long within this wood intend yon stay f 
Tita. Perchance, till after Theseus' wecfding-day. 
(f you will patiently dance in our round, 

* Holet made for a game played by hojt. 
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And see our inooii-%ht revels, go with ns ; 
If not, shun me, ana I will spare your haunts. 

Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 

THta, Not for thy £ury kin^om. Fairies, away : 
We shall chide down-right if 1 longer stay. 

\ Exeunt Tttaiiu., and her trauk 

Obe. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this grove, 
Till I torment mee for this injury. — 
My gentle Puck, come hither : Thuu remember'st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory. 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back. 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath. 
That the rude sea ctow civil at her song ; 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres 
To hear the sea-maid's music. 

Puck, I remember. 

Obe. That very time I saw, (but thou could'st not,) 
Fljdng between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupia all arm'd : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 
And loos'd his love-shaft smartly from his bow. 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts : 
But I mi^ht see young Cupid's fiery shaft * 

Quench'd in the chaste beams of the wat'ry moon ; 
And the imperial vot'ress passed on. 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 
It fell upon a little western flower, — 
Before, milk-white ; now purple with love's wound,— 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 
Fetch me that flower ; the herb I show'd thee once ; 
The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid. 
Will make or man or woman sadly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 
Fetch me this herb ; and be thou here again. 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. I'll put a girdle round about the earth . 
In forty minutes. ^^Exit. 

Obe. Having once this juice, 

Fll watch 'Rtania when sne is asleep. 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 
The next thing then she waking looks upon, 
(Be it on Hon, bear, or wolf, or bull. 
On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,; 
She shall pursue it with the soul of love. 
And ere I take this charm off from her sight, 
(As I can take it, with another herb,) 
I'll make her render up her page to me. 
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But who comes here ? <! am invisible ; 
And I will overhear their conference. 

Demetrioi is panned by Helena, who pofsists in proffen of her loTt, whioh DemetriM 
■till njecti. Obeion listens to their convenation. 

Fare thee well, nymph ; ere he do leave this grove, 
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. — 

Re-enter Puck. 
Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer. 

Puck, Ay, there it is. 

Obe. I pray thee, give it me. 

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blowsi 
Where ox-lips arid the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopied with lush woodbine. 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine ; 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the ni^ht, 
Lull'd in tnese flowers with dances and delight ; 
And there the snake throws her enamell'd sun, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in ; 
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes. 
And make her full of hateful fantasies. 
Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 
A sweet Athenian lady is in love 
With a disdainful youth : anomt his eyes : 
But do it, when the next thing he espies 
May be tiie lady : Thou shalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 
Efiect it with some care ; that he may prove 
More fond on her, than she upon her love. 

Pnck mistakee Lysander for the lover, on whom he is commissioned by ObtfM to «Hr 
«is0 his faiiy spells. 

SCENE.— Ano^^^ part of the Wood. 
Enter Lysahder, and Herboa. 

Lys, Pair love, you faint with wandering in the wood ; • 

And to speak troth, I have forgot our way ; 
Well rest us, Hermia, if you think it good. 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it so, Lysander, find you out a bed. 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 
Such separation, as, may well be said. 
Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 
So far be distant ; and good night, sweet friend : 
Thy love ne'er alter, tiff thy sweet Hfe end ! 

Lys. Amen, Amen, to that fair prayer, say I ; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty ! 
Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest ! 

Her. With ^alf that wish the wisher's eyes be press'd. 

[They sleep 
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Enter FvcK. 

Pvek. Through the forest have I gone, 
Bat Athenian found I none, 
On whose eyes I might approve 
This flowers force in stirring love. 
Night and silence ! who is here 7 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear ; 
This is he, my master said, 
Despised the Athenian maid ; 
And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, kill-courtesy. 
Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
Mi the power this charm doth owe : 
When tnou wak'st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. 
So awake, when I am gone ; 
For I must now to Oberon. [ExtL 

Enter Demetrius, and Helena, runmng. 

Hd, Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 

Dem, I charge uiee, hence, and do not haunt me thus. 

Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so. 

Dem, Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. [Exit DEMETRimk 

Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase ! 
The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies ; 
For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears ; 
If so, my eyes are oflener wash'd than hers 
No, no, i am as ugly as a bear ; 
For beasts that meet me, run away for fear 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne ?— 
But who is here ? — ^Lysander ! on the ground ! 
Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound !-^ 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys, And run through fire I will, for thy sweet sake. [Wakbig, 
Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art, 
That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart 
Where is Demetrius ? O, how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perish on my sword ? 

Hel. Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so : 
What though he love your Hermia ? O, what though ? 
Vet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 
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Lys, Content with Hermia ? No : I do repei;it 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 
Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 
The will of man is by his reason sway'd : 
And reason says you are the worthier maid. 
Things growing are not ripe until their season ; 
So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 
And toucmng now the point of human skill, 
Reason becomes the marshal to my will. 
And leads me to your eyes ; where I o'erlook 
Love's stories, written in love's richest book. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery bom ? 
When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn ? 
[s't not enough, is't not enough, young man, 
That I did never, no, nor never can. 
Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye, 
But you must flout my insufficiency 1 
Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do. 
In such disdainful manner me to woo. 
But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 
I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 
O, that a lady, of one man refus'd. 
Should, of another, therefore be abus'd ! \ExiL 

Lys, She sees not Hermia :— Hermia, sleep thou there; 
And never may'st thou come Lysander near ! 
For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach l>rings ; 
Or, as the heresies Uiat men do leave. 
Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 
So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy. 
Of all be hated ; but the most of me ! 
And all my powers, address your love and might. 
To honor Helen, and to be her knight ! '[Exit 

Her. [Starting,] Help me, Lvsander, help me ! do tliy best, 
To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast ! 
Ah me, for pity ! — ^what a dream was here ? * 
Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear ! 
Methought a senaent eat my heart away. 
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey : — 
Lvsander ! what, remov'd ? Lysander ! lord ! 
What, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no word ? 
Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 
Speak, of all loves ; I swoon almost with fear. 
No ?— -then I well perceive you are not nigh : 
Either death, or y^u, I'll find immediately. [Exk 
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ACT III. 

Obenm diMoren that Pock hu mjttakea Lysander for Demetrint, and by fab n 
ihanni oorraoti the error. 

SCENE.— A Wood, 
Demetrius [Sleeping]y Lysandee, and Heleka. 

Lys, Why should you think, that I should woo in scorn ? 

Scorn and derision never come in tears. 
Look, when I vow, I weep ; and tows so bom, 

In their nativity all trutn appears. 
How can these things in me seem scorn to you. 
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true 7 

Hel, Yon do advance your cunning more and more. 

When truth kills truth, O, matdiless holy fny I 
These vows are Hermia's ; Will you give her o'er ? 

Wei^ oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh : 
Your vows, to her and me, put in two scales, 
Will even weigh ; and both as light 'as tales. 

Lys, I had no judgment, when to her I swore. 

JSfeZ. Nor none, in my niind, now you give her o'er. 

Lys, Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 

liem. [AtDiilcing,'] O Hden, goddess, nymph, perfect, divuMl 
To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne ? 
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus' snow, 
Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow. 
When thou hold'st up thy hand : O let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss ! 

Hd. O cruel spite ! £ see you all are bent 
To set against me for your merriment. 
If you were civil, and knew courtesy. 
You would not do me thus mudi injury. 
Can you not hate me, as I know you do. 
But you must join, in souls, to mock me too ? 
If you were men, as men you are in show. 
You would not use a gentle lady so ; 
To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts. 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 
And now both rivals, to mock Helena ; 
A trim exploit, a manly enterprise. 
To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes, 
With your derision ! none, of noble sort, 
Woula so offend a virgin ; and extort 
A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport. 

Lys, You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so ; 
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For you love Hermia : this, you know, I know : 
And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 
In Hennia's love 1 yield you up my nart ; 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 
Whom I do love, and will do till my death. 

Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

Dem. Lysander, keep tiiy Hermia ; I will none : 
If e'er 1 lov'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart with her but, as guest-wise, sojoum'd ; 
And now to Helen is it home retum'd. 
There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby* it dear. — 
Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is thy dear. 

Enter Hermia.. 
Her, Dark night, that from the eye his function taket^ 

The ear more quick of apprehension makes : 

Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 

It pays the hearing double recompense : — 

Thou art not by mine eye, L3rsander, found ; 

Mine ear, I think, it brought me to thy sound. 

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so 7 
Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth presd to got 
Msr, What love could press Lysander from my side 7 
Lys, Lysander's love, that would not let him hide, . 

Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night 

Than all yon fiery oesf and eyes of light. 

Why seek'st thou me 7 could not this make thee know, 

The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so 7 
Her, You speak not as you think ; it cannot be. 
Hel, Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 

Now I perceive they have conjoined, all three. 

To fashioft this false sport in spite of me. 

Injurious Hermia ! most ungrateful maid ! 

Have you conspir'd, have you with these oontriv'd 

To bait me witn this foul derision 7 

Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd. 

The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent, 

When we have chid the hasty-footed time 

For parting us, — ^O, and is all forgot 7 

All schooldays' friendship, childhood innocence? 

We, Hermia, like two ailificial gods. 

Have with our neelds| created "^th one flower, 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 

^s if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 

* Pay dwAy for it. t Circles. t NadDn. 

15 



314 SHAirSPRARTAN BEADSR. 

Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
like to a douUe cherry, seeming parted ; 
But yet a vnion in partition, 
Two lovely berries moold^ on one stem : 
So, with two seeming bodies, bat one heart ; 
Two of the first, Uke coats u& heraldry. 
Duo but to one, and crowned with one crest 
And wiU you rend our ancient love asunder, 
To join mth. men in scorning your poor friend ? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly : 
Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it ; 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

ACT IV. 

ObeiOB direott Pock to cast the loven into a " death ootutteiftltu; ilMpp" aad thM 
to diMsehant Lynuider, lo that when they wake, all ti:e mwfakw shall seam a dr§aML 

SCENE. — A Wood, Lysahder, Demetrius, Hermia, and He- 
lena, discovered sleeping. 

Enter Theseus, Hippoltta, Egeus, and train. 

The, Go, one of you, find out the forester ; — 
For now our observation is perform'd ; 
And since we have the vaward of the day, 
My love shall hear the music of my hounds. — 
Uncouple in the western valley ; go : — 
Despatch, I say, and find the forester. — 
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top, 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip, I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once. 
When in a wood of Cret^ they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding ; for, besides the groves. 
The skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The, My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind. 
So flew*d, so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the mominff dew ; 
Crook-knee'd and dew-lap'd like Thesssuian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth-like bells, 
Each unaer each. A cry more tunable 
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn. 
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 
Judge, when you hear.-^-r— But soft ; what n3rmph8 are these f 

Ege, My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 
A.nd this, Lysander ; tLis Demetrius is ; 
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This Helena, old Neda's Helena : 
I wonder of their heing here together. 

The, No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May ;• and, hearing our mtent, 
Come here in grace of our solemnity. — 
But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answer of her choice ? 

Ege, It is, my lord. 

The, Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns. 

Horns and shout vnthin. Demetrius, Lysaiider, Hervia, and 
Helena, wake and start up. 

The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentme is past ; 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Lys, Pardon, my lord. [He and the rest kneel to Theseus. 

The, I pray you all stand up. 

I know, you are two rival enemies'; 
How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is so far from jealousy, 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys, My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 
Half 'sleep, half waking : But as yet, 1 swear, 
I cannot truly say how I came here : 
But, as I think, (for truly would I speak, — . 
And now I do bethink me, so it is ;) 
I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough. 
I beg the law, the law upon his head. — 
They would have stol'n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me : 
You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent ; 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth. 
Of this their purpose hither, to this wood ; 
And I in fury hither follow'd them ; 
Fair Helena in fancy following me. 
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, 

Slut, by some power it is,) my love to Hermia, 
elted as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd. 
Which in my childhood I did dote upon : 
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart. 
The object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 
Is only Helena. To her, my lord. 
Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia ; 
But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food : 
But^ as in health, come to my natural taste. 
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Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 

The, Fair flowers, yon are foitonatdy met : 
Of this discourse we more will hear anon. — 
Egeus, I will overbear your will ; 
For in the temple, by and by with us, 
These couples shall eternally be knit. 
And, for the morning now is something worn. 
Our purpos'd hunting shall be set aside. — 
Away, with us, to Athens : Three and three, 
We'U hold a feast in great solemnity. 
Gome, Hippolyta. 

{Exetmt Theseus, Hiffoltta, Egeus, and nm 

Dem, These things seem small and undistinguishable, 
like far-ofl^ mountains turned into clouds. 

Her, Methinks I see these things with parted eye. 
When every thing seems double. 

Hd, So, methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel. 
Mine own, and not mine own. 

Dem, It seems to me. 

That yet we sleep, we dream. — ^Do not you think, 
The duke was here, and \Ad us follow him ? 

Her, Yea ; and my father. 

Hel, And Hippolyta. 

Lys, And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why then, we are awake : let's follow him ; 
And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. [ExetaU, 

ACT V. 

SCENE I. — The same. An Apartment in the Palace of Theseus 

Enter Theseus, Hippoltta, Philostrate, Lords, and Attendants. 

Hn>. 'Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers speak ot 
The, More strange than true. I never may believe 

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 

More than cool reason ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 

Are of imagination all compact : 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 

That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic. 

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt : 

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling. 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, 

And, as imagination bodies forth 
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The fonns of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Tarns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name. 
Such tricks hath strong imagination ; 
That, if it would but apprehend some joy, 
It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 
Or, in the night, imagining some fear, 
How easy is a bush supposed a bear ? 

Hip, But all the story of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigured so together, 
More witnesseth than fancy's images, 
And grows to something of sreat constancy ; 
But, howsoever, strange, and admirable. 

ErUer Lysandeb, Demetrius, Hermia, and Hblska. 

The, Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. — 
Joyi gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of love, 
Accompany your hearts. 

The Play ends with ft masqiMby tboooouopmOB^Mtf tiwi 
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Uaad, fiMBed by tbe river Rbeans, near Bonoma, aad there adjusted their omd proeeri|>- 
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OCTAVIUS CfiSAS, 

Marcus AiiTOiaus, ^ triumvirs after the death of Julias Caesar. 

M. Mmjl. Lefidus, S 

Cicero, Fubuxts, Pofiijus Lena ; setuttors. 

Marcus Brittus, Casca, > 

Mbtellus Cimber, Cdtna, * 

Flavius and Marullus, tribunes. 

Artemidorus, a sophist of Cnidos. 

A Soothsayer. Cinna, a poet. Another Poet, 

LuciLius, TiTiNius, Messala, young Cato, and Volumnius; 

friends to Bratus and Cassias. 
Varro, Clitub, Claudius, Strato, Lucius, Dardarixts ; sertants 

to Bratas, 
Pun)AR|7s, servant to Cassias. 
Calfhxtrnia, wife to Cssar. 
Portia, wife to Bratas. 

Senators, Citizens, Guards, Attendants, ^. 

SCENE^ — during a great part of the Play, at Rome ; afterwards «( 

Sardis ; arid near Philippi. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— Rome. A Street. 
Enter Flavius, Marullus, and a rabble (/Citizens. 

Flav, Hence ; honi^ you idle creatures, get you home ; 
Is this a holiday ? What ! know you not, 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 
Upon a laboring day, without the sign 
Of your profession ? — Speak, what trade art thou ? 

1st Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar, Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? — 
You, sir ; what trade are you ? 

2nd Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I am but, as yon 
would say, a cobbler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou? Answer me directly. 

2nd Cit. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with a safe con- 
science ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender of bad soles. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave, thou naughty knave, what trade ? 

2nd Cit. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me : yet, if you 
be out, sir, I can mend you. 

Mar. What meanest thou by that ? Mend mfl^ thou saucy fellow ? 

2nd Cit. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

2nd Cit. Truly, sir, all that I live by is, with the awl : I meddle 
with no tradesman's matters. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old 
shoes ; when they are in great danger, I recover them. As proper 
men as ever trod up n neats-leather, have gone upon my handy-work, 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day ? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets ? 

2nd Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get myself into 
more work. But, indeed, sir, we make holiday, to see Cesar, and 
to rejoice in his triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings he home ? 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ? 
You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless things ! 
O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation. 
To see great Pompev pass the streets of Rome : 
And when you saw his chariot but appear. 
Have you not made an universal shout, 
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Tint Tiber trembled miderDeath her btoksy 

To hear the replicatkm of your sounds. 

Made m her eoocsTe shofes t 

And ds yoa now pot on your best attiie t 

And do yoa now coU out a holiday t 

And do yoo now strew flowers in his win^, 

That comes in triumph over PcMnpey's mood ? 

Begone! 

Ron to yonr houses, fidl upon yonr knees, 

Pimy to the gods to intermit the jdagae 

That needs must Ugfat on this ingratitode. 

Flav. Go, go, gwMi coontrymen, and, for tins fiinlty 
Assemble all the pocn* men of your sort; 
Draw tb^m to Tiber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 

Dokiss the most exalted shcnres of alL [£an< Citiaeoa 

See, wheV their basest metal be not mov'd ; 
They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 
Go yon down that way towards the Capittd ; 
This way will I : Disrobe the images. 
If yon do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 

Mar. May we do so ? 
You know, it is the feast of Lupercal. 

Fiav, It is no matter ; let no images 
Be hong with Cesar's trophies. I'fi about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the streets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
These growing feathers pluck'd from Caesar's wing. 
Will niake him fly an ordinary pitch ; 
Who else would soar above the view of men. 
And keep us all in servile fearfulness. [Exeunt, 

SCENE n.— Tfec same. A pMic Place. 

Enter y in processum^tmih music, C.£sab; Antony, /or the course; 
Calfhurnia, Portia, Decius, Ciceeo, Brutus, Cassius, and 
Casca, a great crowd foUounng ; among ihem a Soothsaye*. 

Sooth. Caesar. 

Qes. Who is it in the press, that calls on me ? 
I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music, 
Cry, Caesar : speak ; Caesar is tum'd to hear. 

Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

Oes. What man is that t 

Bru. A soothsayer, bids you beware the ides of March. 

C(B8. Set him before me, let me see his face. 

Cas. Fellow, come from the throng : Look upon Caesar. 

Cas. What say'st thou to me now ? Speak once again. 

Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 
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Ctes, He is a dreamer ; let ns leave him ; — ^pass. 

[Exeunt all but Brittus and CAisrvA 
Cits, Will you go see the oraer of the coarse ? 
Bru. NotL 
Cos, I pray you, do. 

Bru, I am not gamesome : I do lack some part 
Of that quick spint that is in Antony. 
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; 
rU leave you. 

Cos. rfrutus, I do observe you now of late : 
I have not from your eyes that gentleness, 
And shov^ of love, as I was wont to have : 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru, Cassius^ 

Be not deceived : If I have veil'd my look, 
I turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. V exed I am. 
Of late, with passions of some difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 
Which give some soil, perhaps, to my behaviors : 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd ; 
(Among which number, Cassias, be you one ;) 
Nor construe any further my neglect. 
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war. 
Forgets the shows of love to other men. 

Cos. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your pasaioii ( 
By means whereof, this breast of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face ? 

Bru. No, Cassius : for the eye sees not itself, 
But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cas. 'Tisjust: 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no such mirrors, as wiU turn 
Your hidden worthiness into your eye. 
That you might see your shadow. I have heard, 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, ^ 

(Except immortal Cssar,) speaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this age^ yoke. 
Have wish'd that noble Bratus aad ms eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Cassiott 
That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me ? 

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear : 
And, since vou know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your fflass. 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not of. 



322 SHAKSFKARIAN BSADER. 

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus : 

Were I a common laugher, or did use 

To stale with ordinary oaths my love 

To every new protester ; if you know 

That I ao fawn on men, and hug them hard. 

And after scandal them ; or if you know 

That I profess myself in banqueting 

To all tne rout, then hold me dangerous. [Flourish and sham 

Bru, What means this shouting ? I do fear, the people 
Choose Cssar for their king. 

Cos, Ay, do you fear it ? 

rhen must I think you would not have it so. 

Bru, I would not, Cassius ; yet I love him well : — 
But wherefore do you hold me here so long ? 
What is it that you would impart to me ? 
If it be aught toward the general good, 
Set honor in one eye, anadeath i' the other. 
And I will look on both indifferently : 
For, let the gods so speed me, as I love 
The name ofhonor more than I fear death. 

Ckis, I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favor. 
Well, honor is the subject of my story. — 
I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 
I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 
I was born free as Caesar ; so were you : 
We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 
For once, upon a raw and gusty day, 
The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, 
Caesar said to me, Dar*st thou, Cassius, now 
Leap in tvith me into this angry flood. 
And swim to yonder point ? — ^Upon the word, 
Accouter'd as I was, I plunged in, 
And bade him follow : so, indeed, he did. 
The torrent roar'd ; and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews ; throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 
But ere we -could arrive the point JJropos'd, 
Caesar cry'd, Help me, Cassius, or I sink, 
I, as iEneas, our great ancestor, 
Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tiber 
Did I the tir'd Caesar : And this man 
Is now become a god ; and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 
If Caesar carelessly but nod on him. 
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He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And, when the fit was on him, I aid mark 

How he did shake : 'tis true, this god did shake. 

His coward lips did from their color fly ; , 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world. 

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 

Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 

Alas ! it cried. Chive me some drink, Titinius, 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper should 

So get the start of the majestic world, 

And bear the palm alone. \ Shout, Flotiriih 

Bru, Another general shout ! 
I do believe, that Uiese applauses are 
For some new honors that are heap'd on Cesar. 
Cas, Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow world, 

Like a Colossus ; and we petty men 

Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 

To find ourselves dishonorable graves. 

Men at some time are masters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 

But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus, and Cssar : What should be in that Cssar ? 

Why should that name be sounded more than yours ? 

Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 

Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with them, 

Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cssar. [Shout 

Now in the names of all the gods at once. 

Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed. 

That he is grown so great ? Age, thou art sham'd ; 

Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 

When went there by an age, since the great flood. 

But it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 

When could they say, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 

That her wide walks encompass'd but one man ? 

O ! you and I have heard our fathers say, 

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 

The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 

As easily as a king. 
Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealoiis ; 

What you would work me to, I have some aim ; 

How I have thought of this, and of these times, 

I shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 

I would not, so with love I might entreat you. 

Be any further mov'd. What you have said, 

I will consider ; what you have to say, 

I will with patience hea* : and find a time 
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Both meet to hear, and answer, sach hi^ things. 
Till then, my nob\e friend, chew apon Ais ; 
Brutus had rather he a villager, 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Und^ these hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cm, I am glad, that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from BmtOBi 

Rc'Cnter Cesar, and his TVain, 

Bru, The games are done, and Caesar is returning. 

Cos, As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ; 
And he will, lUreer his sour fashion, tell vou 
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-<Kiy. 

Bru, I will do so : — ^But, look you, CassinB, 
The angry spot doth ^ow on Cssar's brow, 
And all the rest look uke a chidden train : 
Cidphumia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes, 
As we have seen him in the Capitol, ' 

T^ing cross'd in conference by some senators. 

Cds, Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

CiBS, Antonius. 

Ant. Cssar. 

Ozs, Let me have m^ about me that are fat ; 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o' nights : 
Yond' Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 
He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Avi. Fear him not, Caesar, he's not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

C<BS. 'Would he were fatter : — ^But I fear him not: 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cas^us. He reads much. 
He is a great observer ; and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men ; he loves no plays, 
As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music: 
Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort. 
As if he mock'd himself, and scom'd his spirit 
That could be mov'd to smile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's ease. 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd. 
Than what I fear, for always I am Caesar. 
Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf. 
And tell me truly what thou think'st of him. 

[ExeuTvL CiESAR and his TVain, Casca staifs behiim. 

Casca You pull'd me by the cloak ; Would ou speak with me 7 
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Bru, Ay, Casca ; tell ns what hath chanc'd to-day, 
That Caesar looks so sad ? 

Casca, Why you were with bim, were you not ? 

Bru, I should not then ask Casca what hath chanc'd. 

Cased, Why, there was a crown offered him : and being offered 
him, he put it by with the back of his hand, thus ; and then the 
people fell a' shouting. 

Bru, What was the second noise for ? 

Casca, Why, for that too. 

Cas, They shouted thrice ; What was the last cry for ? 

Casca. ^Why, for that too. 

Bru, Was the crown offer'd him thrice ? 

Casca. Ay, marry,' was't, and he put it by thrice, every time 
gentler than other ; and at every putting by, mme honest neighbon 
shouted. 

Cas. Who offer'd him the crown ? 

Casca. Why, Antony. 

Bru, Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca, I can as well be hanged, as tell the manner of it : it was 
mere foolery. I did not mark it. 1 saw Mark Antony offer him a 
crown ; — ^yet 'twas not a crown neither, 'twas one of these coronets , 
— and, as I told you, he put it by once ; but, for all that, to my think- 
ing, he would fain have had it. Then he offered it to him again ; 
then he put it bjr again ; but, to my thinking, he was very loath to 
lay his fingers off it. And then he offered it a third time ; he put it 
the third time by : and still as he refused it, the rabbiement hooted, 
and clapped their chapped hands, and threw up their sweaty night- 
caps, and uttered such a deal of stinking breath, because Caasar re- 
fused the crown, that it had almost choked CaBsar ; for he swooned, 
and fell down at it. 

Cas, But, soft, I pray you : What ? Did Caesar swoon ? 

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and foamed at mouth, 
and was speechle?^ 

Bru. 'Tis very lilse : he hath the falling-sickness. 

Cas, No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I, 
And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness. 

Casca. I know not what you mean by that ; but, I am sure, Caesar 
fell down. If the tag-rag people did not clap him, and hiss him, 
according as he plea^ ana displeased them, as they use to do the 
players in the theatre, I am no true man. 

bru. What said he, when he came unto himself? 

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceived the com- 
mon herd was glad he refused the crown, he pluck'd me ope his 
doublet, and offered them his throat to cut — an I had been a man 
of any occupation, I would have taken him at a word — and so he 
fell. When he came to himself again, he said, If he had done, or 
said, any thing amiss, he desired their worships to think it was his 
bfirmity. 

Bru, And after that, he came, thus sad, away ? 
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Ckuca. Ay. 

Cos. Did Cicero say any thing ? 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cos, To what effect ? 

Casca, Nay, an I tell you that. 111 ne'er look you i' the face 
ngain : But those, that understood him, smiled at one another, and 
shook their heads : but, for mine own part, it was Greek to me. I 
could tcU you more news too: Marullus and Flavins, for pulling 
scarfs off Caesar's images, are put to silence. Fare you welL There 
was more foolery yet, if I could remember it. 

Ckis. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca ? 

Casea. No, I am promised forth. 

Cos, Will yon dine with me to-morrow ? 

Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and your dinner 
worth the eating. 

Cas, Good ; 1 will expect you. 

Casca. Do so : Farewell, both. [Exit Casca, 

Bru, What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cas. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise. 
However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 
Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave you : 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
I will come home to you ; or, if you will. 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Cas. I will do so : — till then, think of the world. [Exit Brutus. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I see, 
Thy honorable metal may be wrought 
From that it is dispos'd : Therefore, 'tis meet 
That noble minds keep ever vnth their likes : 
For who so firm, that cannot be seduc'd ? 
Caesar doth bear me hard : But he loves Brutus : 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius, 
He should not himior me. I will this night, 
In several hands, in at his windows' throw, 
As if they came from several citizens, 
Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely, 
Caesar's ambition shall be glanc'd at : 
And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure ; 
For^ve wiU shake him, or worse days endure. [ExiL 



JULIUS CMSAS.. 327 



ACT II. 

CMsiQS writes certain anonymous papers to Bratns, instlfating him to join with the 
aoBtpirators ; these are secretly conveyed by Cinna, and are found by Bmtns. 

In the morning, the whole of the oonspimtors, headed by Cassins, repair to Brotnit, t€ 
VKCB their solicitations personally. 

SCENE.— T/ie same. Bratus's Orchard. 

Enter Brutus. 

Bnu What, Lucius ! ho ! — 
1 cannot,, by the progress of the stars. 
Give ffuess how near to day. — Lucius, I say I — 
I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. — 
When, Lucius, when ? awake, I say : What, Lucius ! 

Enter Lucius. 

Lttc, Caird you, my lord ? 

Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Imc. I will, my lord. [Exil 

Bru. It must be by his death : and, for my part, 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him. 
But for the general. He would be crown'd : — 
How that might change his nature, there's the question. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder ; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him? — ^That ; — 
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Remorse from power : And to speak truth of Caesar, 
I have not known when his affections sway'd 
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof, 
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face : 
But when he once attains the utmost round, 
lie then unto the ladder turns his back. 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend : So Caesar may ; 
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel 
Will bear no color for the thing he is. 
Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented. 
Would run to these and these extremities : 
And therefore think him as a serpent's egg. 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mischievous ; 
And kill him in the shell. 
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Re-enter Lvcnm. 

Luc, The taper borneth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seal'd up ; and, 1 am sure, 
It did not lie theie, when I went to bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March ? 

Lvc, I know not, sir. 

Bru, Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 

Luc. I will, sir. [£arfft 

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air. 
Give so much light, that I may read by them. 

[Ovens the leOe^y and reads. 
Brutus, thou sleep^st ; awake, and see thyself. 
Shall Rome, 4^. Speak, strike, redress ! 

Brutus, thou sleep* st ; awake, 

Such instigations have been often dropp'd 

Where I have took them up. 

Shall Rome, 4«. Thus must I piece it out ; 

Shall Rome stand under one man's awe ? What ! Rome ? 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 

The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king. 

Speak, strike, redress I — ^Am I entreated then 

To speak, and strike ? O Rome ! I make thee promise, 

If the redress will follow, thou receiv'st 

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus ! 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. [Knock wUhin 

Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate : somebody knocks. 

[Exitliuonje, 

Smce Cassius first did whet me against Cssar, 

I have not slept 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 

And the first motion, all the interim is 

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 

The genius, and the mortal instruments 

Are men in council ; and the state of man, 

like to a little kingdom, suffers then 

The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc» Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the door, 
Who doth desire to see you. 
Bru. Is he alone ? 

Lvc. No, sir, there are more with him. 
Bru. Do you know them ? 

Luc. No, sir ; their hats are nluck'd about their ears, 
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And half their faces buried in their cloaks,^- 
That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favor. 

Bru, Let thefn enter. [Exit Lucius. 

They are the faction ! O conspiracy ! 
Sham'st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night, 
When evils are most free ? O, then, by day, 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none, conspiracy ! 
Hide it in smiles and affability : 
For if thou put thy native semblance on, 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Enter Cassius, Casca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus Cimber, and 
Trebonius. 

Cas, I think we are too bold upon your rest : 
Good morrow, Brutus. Do we trouble you ? 

Bru, I have been up ttds hour ; awake, aU night. 
Know I these men, that come along with you ? 

Cas. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here, 
But honors you : and every one doth wish. 
You had but that opinion of yourself 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 

Bru, He is welcome hither. 

Cas, This, Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Cas. This, Casca ; this, C^a ; 
And this, Metellus Cimber. 

Bru. They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 
Give me your Hands all over, one by one. 

Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath : If not the face of men, 
The sufferance of our souls, the time's abuse,— >* 
If these be motives weak, break off betimes, 
And every man hence to his idle bed ; 
So let high-sighted tjrranny range on, 
Till each man drop by lottery. But if these. 
As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valor 
The melting spirits of women ; then,^ countrymen, 
What need we any spur but our own cause, 
To urge us to redress ? 

Cas. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him f 
I think, he will stand very strong with us. 

Casca. Let us not leave him out. 
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Cin. >^ No, by no meaofl. 

Met, O let us have him ; for his silver hairs 
Will purchase us a good opinion, 
And buy men's voices to commend our deeds. 

Bru, O, name him not ; let us not break with him : 
For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. 

Cos. Then leave him out 

Casca, Indeed, he is not fit. 

Dec. Shall no man else be touch'd but only Caesar? 

Cas. Decius, well urg'd : — I think it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, so well belov'd of Caesar, 
Should outlive Cssar : We shall find of him 
A shrewd contriver ; and, you know his means, 
If he improve them, may well stretch so far 
As to annoy us all : which to prevent, 
Let Antony, and Caesar, fall together. 

Bru, Our course will seem too Moody, Caius Casslm^ 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 
Like wrath in xleath, and envy afterwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Cssar. 
Let us be sacrificers, but no butchers, Caius. 
We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar ^ 
And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 
O, that we then could come by Caesar's spirit, 
And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, 
Caesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let's carve him as a dish fit for the godj, 
Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage. 
And after seem to chide them. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious : 
Which so appearing to the common eyes. 
We shall be call'd purgers, not murderers; 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 
For he can do no more than Csesar's arm, 
When Caesar's head is off, 

Cas, Yet I do fear him ; 
For in the ingrafted love he bears to Cssar, 

Bru, Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him : 
If he love Caesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself; take thought, and die for Caesar : 
And that were much he should ; for he is given 
To sports, to wildness, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. [Clock strikei. 

Bru, Peace, count the clock. 
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Cas. The clock hath stricken three. 

Trel, *Tis time to part. 

Cas. But it is doubtful yet, 

Whether Cssar will come forth to-day, or no : 
For he is superstitious grown of kte ; 
Quite from Uie main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies : 
It may be, these apparent prodigies. 
The unaccustom'd terror of this night, 
And the persuasion of his auguries, 
May hola him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dec, Never fear that: If he be so resolv'd, 
I can o'ersway him : for he loves to hear, 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holeB, 
Lions with toils, and men with batterers : 
But, when 1 tell him, he hates flatterers, 
He says, he does ; being then most flattered. 
Let me work : 

For I can give his humor the true bent ; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bra, By the eighth hour : Is that the uttermost ? 
Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 
Cas. The morning comes upon us : We'll leave you, Brutus : — 
And, friends, disperse yourselves : but all remember 
What you have said, and show yourselves true Romans. 

Bru, Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 
Let not our looks put on our, purposes : 
But bear it as our Iloman actors do. 
With untir'd spirits, and formal constancy \ 

And so, good-morrow to you every one. [Exeunt ail but BRUXUSk 
Boy ! Lucius ! — ^Fast asleep ? It is no matter ; 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber: 
Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies. 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men : 
Therefore thou sleep'st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 

Por. Brutus, my lord ! 

Bru, Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore rise you now ? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw-cold morning. 

Por. Nor for yours neither. You have ungently, Biutus, 
Stole from my room : And yesternight, at supper. 
You sudden.y arose, and walked about, 
Mnsin? and sighing, with your arms across : 
And \imen I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You star'd noon me with ungentle looks : 
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1 urg'd yoa further ; then you scratch'd your head. 
And too impatiently stamp d with your foot • 
Yet I insisted, yet you answer'd not ; 
But, with an angry waftnre of your hand, 
Gave sign for me to leave you : So I did ; 
Fearing to strengthen that impatience, 
Which seemM too much enkindled ; and, withal. 
Hoping it was but an effect of humor 
Which sometimes hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep; 
And, could it work so much upon your shape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear, my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief. 

Bru, I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Par, Brutus is wise, and, were he not in heald^ 
He would embrace the means to come by it 

Bru, Why, so I do : Good Portia, lea\ift me. 

Por. Is Brutus sick 7 and is it phvsicai 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humors 
Of the dank morning ? What, is Brutus sick ; 
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the night ? 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his sickness ? No, my Brutus ; 
You have some sick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: And, upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my once commended beauty. 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one. 
That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, 
Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you : for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. 

Bru, Blneel not, gentle Portia. 

Por, I should not need, if you were gentle Brutiit. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am 1 yourself, ' 

But, as it were, in sort or limitation ? 

Bru» Yoa are my true and honorable wife : 
As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Por. If this were true, then should I know this secnt 
I grant, I am a woman ; but, withal, 
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife : 
' grant, I am a woman ; but, withal. 
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A woman well reputed ; Cato's daHghter. 
Think you, I am no stronorer than my sex, 
Being so fathei'd, and so husbanded ? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them : 
I have made strong proof of my constancy, 
Givinff myself a voluntary wound. — 
Can I bear that with patience, 
And not my hushmd's secrets:? 

Bru, O ye god* 

Render me worthv of this noble wife ! 
Portia, go in a while ; 
■ And, by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 
All my engagements I will construe to thee« 
All the charactery of my sad brows : — 
Leave me with haste. 



ACT III. 

Oh the day ananged by the eontpiraton, for the astawinatMm of Cssar, he ii peimaded 
by Calphnrnia and the Angnien, not to go forth to the Capitol. He resist* all their warn* 
tegs, and departs with Antony, Bmtns, &c., to keep his appointment 

SCENE L—Tke Capitol ; the Senate siuing. 

A crowd of people in the street leading to the Capitol ; among them^ 
Artemidorus, and the Soothsayer. Flourish, Enter C-esab, 
Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Metellu?, Tbkbonius, Cinna, 
Antony, Lepidus, Popilius, Publius, and others, 

Cois, The ides of March are come. 

Sooth, Ay, CaBsar ; but not gone. 

ArL Hail, Cssar ! Read this schedule^ 

Dec Trebonius doth desire you to o'er-read, 
At vonr best leisure this his humble suit. 

Art, O, CaBsar, read mine first ; for mine's a suit 
That touches Caesar nearer : Read it, ffreat Caesar. 

Ctes, What touches us ourself, shall be last scrv'd. 

Art, Delay not, Caesar ; read it instantly. 

Cte«. Whit, is the fellow mad ? 

Pvb, Sirrah, give place. 

Cos. What, urge you your petitions in tjie street ? 
Come to the Capitol. 

Cjesar tmters the Capitol, the rest following, ATI the Senators rise. 

Pop, I wish, your enterprise to-day may thrive. 

Cos. What enterprise, Fopilius ? 

Pop, Fare you well. [Advances to Cjesar. 

Bru. What said Poinlius Lena ^ 
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Cos. He wiflh'd, to-day our enterprise might thrive. 
I fear, oar purpose is -discovered. 

Bru. Look, how he makes to Cesar : Mark him. 

Cos, Casca, be sudden, for we fear prevention. — 
Brutus, what shall be done ? If this be known, 
Cassias or Cssar never shaU turn back. 
For I will slay myself. 

Bru. Cassius be constant ; 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes ; 
For, look, he smiles, and CsBsar doth not change. 

Cos, Trebonius knows his time ; for, look you, 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

lExeuTU Antony and Trebonius. Cjesar and tht Senators fdbe 

their seats. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Caesar. 

Bru. He is address'd : press near, and second him. 

Cin. Casca, you are the first that rears your hand. 

C<es. Are we all ready ? what is now amiss, 
That Caesar, and his senate, must redress ? 

Met. Most high, most mighty, and most puissant Caesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart : — [Kneekng^ 

Obs. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 

These couchings, and these lowly courtesies. 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men ; 
And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree. 
Into the law of children. Be not fond, 
To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood, 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With that which melteth fools ; I mean sweet words. 
Low crooked curtesies, and base spaniel fawning. 
Thy brother by decree is banished ; 
If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn, for him, 
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Caesar doth not wrong : nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear, 
For the repealing of my bamsh'd brother ? 

Bru. I fdss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar ; 
Desiring thee, thiat Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

C(BS. What, Brutus ! 

Cas. Pardon, Caesar : Caesar, pardon ; 

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall. 
To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

C(BS. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you , 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me : 
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fiut 1 am constant as the northern star, 

Of whose true-nx'd, and resting quahty, 

There is no fellow in the firmament. 

The skies are painted with unnmnber'd sparks, 

They are all fire, and every one doth shine ; 

But there's but one in all doth hold his place; 

So, in the world ; 'Tis fumish'd well with men. 

And men are fiesh and blood, and approl^ensive ; 

Yet, in the number, I do know but one 

That unassailable holds on his rank, 

Unshak'd of motion : and, that I am he. 

Let me a little show it, even in this ; 

That I was constant, Cimber should be banish'd, 

And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin, O CaBsar. 

C<BS. Hence ! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 

Dec, Great Cssar, 

C<es, Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 

Casca, Speak, hands, for me. 
[Casca stabs C^sab in the neck. Cjesab ccOches hold of ftt» 
arm. He is then stabbed by several other Conspiratan^ 
and at last byMARcus Brutus. 

Cois. Et tu Brute ?— Then fall, Caesar. 

\I)ies, The senators and people retire in confvsiofu 

Cin,' Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead ! — 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. ^ 

Cas, Some to the conmion pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, freedonii and enfranchisement I 

Bru, People, and senators ! be not affrighted ; 
Ply not ; stand still : — ambition's debt is paid. 

Casca, Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec, And Cassius too 

Bru, Where's Publius? 

Cin. Here, anite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met, Stand fast together, lest some friend of Cassar's 
Should chance—^ 

Bru, Talk not of standing ; — Publius, good cheer ; 
There is no harm intended to your person. 
Nor to no Roman else : so tell them, Publius, 

Cas, And leave us, Publius ; lesf that the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru, Do so ; — and let no man abide this deed. 
But Tfte the doers. 

Re-enter Trebonius. 

Cas, Where is Antony ? 

Tre, Fled to his house amaz'd : 

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and run. 
As it were doomsday. 
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Bru, Fates ! we will know your fdeasmes : 

That we shall die, we know ; 'tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men stand npon. 

Cos. Why, he that cnts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

BrtL Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Cesar's friends, that have abridg'd 
His time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, stoop. 
And let us bathe our hands in Caesar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place ; 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
J^t's all cry. Peace ! ^Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Cos. Stoop then, and wash. — How many ages hence. 
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over, 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown ? 

Bru, How many times shall Cssar bleed in sport, 
That now on Pompey's basis lies along. 
No worthier than the dust ? 

Ckis. So oft as that shall be. 

So often shall the knot of us be call'd 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth ? 

Cos. Ay, every man away ; 

Brutus shaU lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With the Uost boldest and best hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant. 
Bru. Soft, who comes here ? A friend of Antony^ 
Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneelj 

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down : 

And, being prostrate, Uius he bade me say. 

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest : 

Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 

Say, I loved Brutus, and I honor him : 

Say, I fear'd Caesar, honor'd him, and lov'd him. 

If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 

May safely come to him, and be resolv'd 

How Caesar hath deserv'd to lie in death, 

Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 

The fortunes and affiurs of noble Brutus, 

Thorough the hazards of this untrod state. 

With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 
Bru. Thy master is a wisa and valiant Roman; 

I never thought him worse. 

Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 

He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honor, 

Depart untouch'd. 
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Serv. m fetch him presently. [ExU Servant 

Sru. I know that we shall have him well to friend. 
Cas. I wish, we may : but yet have I a mind, 

That fears him much ; and my misgiving still 

VsMs shrewdly to the purpose. 

Re-enter Antony. 
Bru, But here comes Antony. — ^Welcome, Mark Antony* 
Ant, O mighty Caesar ! dost thou lie so low ? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure ? — ^Fare thee weU.— 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who else must be let blood, who else is rank 
If I myself, there is no hour so fit 
As Caesar's death's hour ; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth, as those your swords, made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard. 
Now, whilst vour purpled hands do reek and smoke, 
Fulfil your pleasure. live a thousand years, 
1 shall not find myself so apt to die : 
No place will please me so, no mean of death, 
As here by Caesar, and by you cut off. 
The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bruu O Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our present act, 
You see we do ; yet see you but our hands. 
And this the bleeding business they have done : 
Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pitv,) 
Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part, 
To you our swords have leaden points, Mark Antimy 
Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts. 
Of brothers' temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as any man'% 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only he patient, tffl we have appeas'd 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear. 
And then we will deliver you the cause, 
Why I, that did love Caesar when I struck him» 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant, I doubt not of your wisdam. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand : 
First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you : 
Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand ; 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; — now yours Metellus ; 
16 
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Yonra, Ciniia ; — and, my vaUant Casca, yours ;— 

Thongfa last, not least in lore, yours, good TiebonhM. 

Gentlemen all, — alas ! what shall I say ? 

My credit now stands on such slippeiy ground, 

That one of two bad ways you must conceit me. 

Either a coward or a flatterer. — 

That I did love thee, Cssar, O, 'tis true : 

If then thy spirit look upon us now, 

Shfdl it not OTieve thee, dearer than thy death, 

To see thy Antony making his peace. 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes. 

Most noUe ! in tl^ presence of thy corse ? 

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds. 

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy biood, 

It woulcTbecome me better, than to close 

In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 

Pardon me, Julius ! — 

Cos, Mark Antony, 

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caflshw : 

Friends am I with you all, and love you all ; 
Upon this hope, thiU: you shall firive me reasons, 
Why, and wherein Caesar was dangerous. 

^ru. Or else were this a savage spectacle : 
Our reasons are so full of good rejnird. 
That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 
You should be satisfied!. 

Ant. That's all I seek : 

And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his bod^ to the market-place ; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend. 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cos. Brutus, a word wi:h yon, — 

You know not what you do ; Do not consent, [Andt 

That Antony speak in his funeral : 
Know you how much the people may be mov'd 
By that which he will utter? 

Bru. By your pardon ;— 

I will myself into the pulpit first. 
And show the reason of our Caesar's death : 
What Antony shall speak, I will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 
And that we are contented, Caesar shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 
It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Cas. I know not what may fall ; I like it not. 

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take your Caesar's body. 
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us, 
But speak all good you can devise of Caesar ; 
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And say, you do 't by our permission ; 
Else sliall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall speak 
In the same pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my speech is ended. 

Ant. Be it so ; 

I do desire no more. 

Bru, Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

[Exeunt aU but Antoii7 

Ant, O, pardon me, thou piece of bleeding earth. 
That I am meek and gentle with these butc&rs ! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man, 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I propliesy, — 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ; — 
A curse shall light upon the limbs of men ; 
Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife, 
ShaJ cumber all the parts of Italy : 
Blood and destruction shall be so in use. 
And dreadful objects so familiar. 
That mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants quartered with the hands of war ; 
All pitv chok'd with custom of fell deeds : 
And Ciaesar's spirit, ranging for revenge. 
With At6 by his side, come hot from liell. 
Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry Havoc, and let slip the dogs of war. 

Enter a Servant 
You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not ? 

Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant, Caesar did write for him, to come to Rome. 

Serv, He did receive his letters, and is coming : 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth, — 
O Caesar ! [Seeir^ ihs licd^ 

Ant, Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep. 
Passion, I see is catching ; for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine. 
Began to water. Is thy master cominff ? 

8erv, He lies to-night within seven leagues of Rome. 

Ant. Post back wim speed, and tell him what hath chanc'd : 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 
No Rome of safety for Octavius yet ; 
Hie hence, and ten him so. Yet, stay a while ; 
Thou shalt not back, till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try, f^ 

In my oration, how the people take 
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The cruel iBsae of these Uoody men ; 

Accordiiig to the which, thou ehalt discourse 

To young Octavius of the state of things. 

Lend me your hand. lExeurU toUh Cjesar's Mkf. 

SCENE n. — The same. The Forum. 
EfUer Brutus and Cassius, ctid a ihrong ^Citizens. 

CU, We will he satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 

Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, friends. — 
Cassius, go you into the other street, 
And part the numbers. — 

Those that will hear me speak, let them stay here ; 
Those that will follow Cassius, so with him ; 
And public reasons shall be rendered 
Of Cesar's death. 

1st Cii. I will hear Brutus speak. 

2ni Cii. I will hear Cassius ; and compare their reasons, 
When severally we hear them rendered. 

[Exit Cassius, vnth some cf the Citizens. Brutus goei 
into the Rostrum. 

Zrd CiL The noble Brutus is ascended : Silence ! 

Bru. Be patient till the last. 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my cause ; and be 
silent, that you may hear: believe me for mine honor; and have 
respect to mine honor, that you may believe : censure me in your 
wisdom ; and awake your senses, that you may the better judge. If 
there be any in this assembly, any dear friend of Caesar's, to him I 
say, that Brutus' love to Caesar was no less than his. If then that 
friend demand, why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my answer,— 
Not that I loved Caesar less, but that I loved Rome more. Had you 
rather Caesar were living, and die all slaves ; than that Caesar were 
dead, to live all free men ? As Caesar loved me, I weep for him ; as 
he was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, I honor him : 
but, as he was ambitious, I slew him : There are tears, for his love ; 
joy, for his fortune ; honor, for his valor ; and death, for his ambition. 
Who is here so base, that would be a bondman ? If any, speak ; for 
him have I offended.' Who is here so rude, that would not be a 
Roman ? If any, speak ; for him have I offended. Who is here so 
vUe, that will not love his country ? If any, speak ; for him have I 
offended. I pause for a reply. 

Cii. None, Brutus, none. [Severtd speaking at once. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no more to Caesar, 
than you should do to Brutus. The question of his death is enrolled 
in the Capitol ; his glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy : 
nor his offences enforced, for which he suffered death. 

Enter Antony and others, with C-Esar's body. 
Here comes his body, moum'd by Mark Antony ; who, though he 
had no hand in his death, shall receive the benefit of his dying, a 
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flace in the commonwealth ; As which of you shall not ? With this 
depart ; That, as I slew my hest lover for the good of Rome, I have 
the same dagger for myself, when it shall please my country to need 
my death. 

Cit. Live, Brutus, live ! live ! 

1st Cit, Bring him with triumph home nnto his house. 

2nd Cit, Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

3rd Cit, Let him be CaBsar. 

4ih Cit. Caesar's better parts 

Shall now be crown'd in Brutus. 

1st Cit. We'll bring him to his house with shouts and clamors. 

Bru. My countrymen, 

2nd Cit, Peace ; silence I Brutus speaks. 

1st Cit. Peace, ho! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone. 
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 
Do grace to Caesar's corpse, and grace ms speech 
Tending to Caesar's glories ; which Mark Antony, 
By our permission, is allow'd to make. 
I do entreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. {ExiL 

1st Cit. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony. 

Zrd Cit. Let him go up into the public chair ; 
We'll hear him : Noble Antony, go up. 

Ant. For Brutus' sake, I am beholden to you. 

Ath Cit. What does he say of Brutus ? 

3rd Cit. He says, for Brutus' sake, 

He finds himself beholden to us all. 

Aih Cit, 'Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus here. 

1st Cit. Tlis Caesar was a tyrant. 

3rd Cit. Nay, that's certain : 

We are bless'd, that Rome is rid of him. 

2nd Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 

Ant. You gentle Romans, — • — 

Cit. Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 

Ani, Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears ; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. • 

The evil that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Caesar was ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 
• And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 
(For Brutus is an honorable man ; 
So are they sl\, all honorable men ;) 
Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 
But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 
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And Bratus is an honorable man. 

He bath brought many captives home to Rome, 

Whofle ranspoms did the general coffers fill : 

Did this in Cesar seem ambitious ? 

Wt)en that the poor have cried, Cssar hath wept :' 

Ambition shoula be made of sterner stuff; 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honorable man. 

You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition Y 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an honorable man. 

[ speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once ; not without cause ; 

What cause withholds you then to mourn for him ? 

judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

And men have lost their reason ! — Bear with me ; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Cesar, 
And I must pause till it come back to me. 

1st Cit, Methinks, there is much reason in his sayings. 

272<i CU, If thou consider rightly of tlie matter, 
Caesar has had great wrong. 

3ri CU, Has he, masters ? 

1 fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

Aih CU, Mark'd ye his words ? He would not take the crowns 
Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

15/ CU. If it be found so, some will dear abide it 

2nd Cit, Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 

37Tti Cit, There's not a nobler man in Rome, than Antony. 

^th Cit, Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 

Ant, But yesterday, the word of Cesar might 
Have stood against the w orld : now Ues he there. 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 

masters ! it I were dispos'd to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

r should do Brutus wrong, and Uassius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honorable men : 

1 will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you. 
Than I will wrong such honorable men. 

But here's a narcmnent, with the seal of Cesar, 
I found it in his closet, 'tis his will : 
Let bat the commons hear this testament, 
(Which pardon me I do not mean to read,) 
And they would go and kiss dead Cesar's w6and8» 
And dip their napdns in his sacred blood ; 
Yea, bfeg a hair of him for memory, 



JULIUS ciBSAm. 84$ 

Andy dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 
Unto their issae. 

4th Cii, We'll hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 
Cit. The will, th6 will ; we will hear Cssar's will. 
Ant, Have patience, gentle friends, I must not read it ; 
It is not meet you know how Caesar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, yon are not stones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad : 
*Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 
For if you should, O, what would come of it ! 

^h Cit. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony ; 
You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will. 

Ant. Will you be patient ? Will you stay a while ? 
I have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it. 
I fear I wrong the honorable men. 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Caesar : I do fear it 
4th Cit. They were traitors : Honorable men ! 
Cit. The will ! the testament! 

2nd Cit. They were villains, murderers : The will, read die will! 
Ant, You will compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend 7 And will you give me leave ? 
Cit, Come down. 

2nd Cit. Descend. [He comes daumfrom the puHpiL 

3rd Cit. You shall have leave. 
4th Cit, A ring ; stand round. 
1st Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from the body. 
2nd Cit. Room for Antony ; — ^most noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 
Cit. Stand back ! room ! bear back ! 
Ant. K you have tears, prepare to shed them now 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on ; 
'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent ; 
That day he overcame the Nervii : — 
Look ! m this place, ran Cassius' dagger through : 
See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd ; 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel a^ay, 
Mark how tne blood of Cssar follow'd it; 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolv'd 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no ; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar's anffel : 
Judge, O yon gods, how dearly Caesar lo^ him! 
This was the most unkindest cut of all : 
For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 
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Ingratitade, more strong than traitors' arms, 
Quite yanqnish'd him : then burst his mighty heart ; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Pompey's statue, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 
O, what a fall was there my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down. 
Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us. 
O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity: these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, whit weep you, when you but behold 
Our Cassar's vesture wounded ? Look you here. 
Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors. 
1st Oil. O piteous spectacle ! 
2nd Cit, O noble Caesar ! 
3rd Cit, O woful day ! 
^h Cit, O traitors, villains ! 
.15/ Cii. O most bloody sight ! 

2nd Cit, We will be revenged : revenge ; about, — seek, — bum 
fire, — ^kill, — slay ! — let not a traitor live. 
AtU, Stay, countrymen. 
\st Cit, Peace there :— Hear the noble Antony. 
2nd Cii, We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die wit! him. 
Ant, Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
They, that have done this deed, are honorable : 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not. 
That made them do't ; they are wise and honorable, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is : 
But as you know me all, a plain blunt man. 
That love my friend, and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
To stir men's blood : I only speak right on ; 
I tell you that which you yourselves do know ; 
Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths^ 
And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Caesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 
CU. We'll mutiny. 

Is, Cii. We'll bum the house of Brutus. 
3rd Cit. Away then, come, seek the conspirators. 
An.. Yet hear me, countrymen ; yet hear me spe^. 
Cu., Peace, ho ! Hear Antony, most noble Antony. 
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Ant. Why, friends, you m) to do you know not what : 
Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv'd your loves ! 
Alas, you know not — ^1 must tell you then : — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 

Cit. Most true ; the wl^ : — ^let's stay and hear the will. 

Ant, Here is the will, and under Caesar's seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives. 
To everv severaj^man, seventy-five drachmas. 

2nd Uit. Most noble Caesar ! — ^we'll revenge his death. 

3rd Cit, O royal Caesar ! 

Ant, Hear me with patTence. 

Cit, Peace, ho ! ^ 

Ant, Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbors, and new-planted orchards. 
On this side Tiber ; he hath left them you. 
And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures. 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 
Here was a Caesi^ : When comes such another ? 

\st Cit, Never, never : Come, away, away ; 
We'll burn his body in the holy place. 
And with the brands fire the traitors' houses. 
Take up the body. [Exeunt Citizens vnth the hedy. 

Ant. Now let it work ; Mischief; thou art afoot. 
Take thou what course tiou wilt ! — ^How now, fellow ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Sen?. -Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant, Where is he ? 

8erv, He and Lepidus are at Caesar's house. 

Ant, And thither will I straight to visit him : 
He comes upon a wish.' Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 

8er\). I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant, Belike, they had some notice of the people. 
How I had moved them. Bring me to Octavius. [ExeunL 



ACT IV. 

Antony, Octavins, and Lepidiu, annme the government of Rome. They are appofed 
by Brntns and Cassias, who levy poweis to make war on the trinmvirate. 

SCENE. — JB^ore Brutus' TerU, in the Camp near Sardis. 

Drum. — Enter Bkutus, Lxjcilixjs, Lucius, and Soldiers : TixiNiua 
and PiNDARUs meeting them, ' 

Bru. Stand here. 

Luc, Give the word, ho ! and stand. 
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Bru. What now, Lacflius ? is CaBsins near ? 

Luc. He is at band ; and Pindaras is come 
To do yon salutation from his master. 

[FisDASJJs gives a letter to BRTjnnk 

Bm, He mets me well. — ^Your roaster, Pindaras, 
In his own (mange, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 
I shaB be satisfied. 

Pin, I do not doubt. 

But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and honor. 

Bm, He is not doubted.— A word, Lucilius ; 
How he received you, let me be resolv'd. 

Iaic. With courtesy, and with respect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Nor with such free and friendly conference, 
As he hath used of old. 

Bru, Thou hast describ'd 

A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love bemns to sicken and decay. 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks irf plain and simple faith : 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand. 
Make gallant show and fnromise of ^eir mettle ; 
But when they should endure the bloody spur. 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades. 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on ? 

LiLc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quarter'd ; 
* The greater part, the horse in general, 
Are come with Cassius. [Ma'rih wiihm 

Bru, Hark, he is arriv'd : — 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius, and Soldiers. 

Cas. Stand, ho ! 

Bru, Stand, ho ! Speak the word along. 

Within, Stand. 

Within, Stand. 

WUhin. Stand. 

Cos, Most noble brother, you have done me wrong. 

Bru, Judge me, you godd ! Wrong I mine enemies ? 
And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother ? 

Cos, Brutus, this sober form of yours hides wrongs ; 
And when you do them— 

Bru, Cas6ius, be content, 

Bpeak your griefs softly, — ^I do know ypu well : — 
Before the eves of both our armies here. 
Which sheuld perceive nothing but love from us. 
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Let US not wrangle : Bid them move away^. 
Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefi^ 
And I will give you audience. 

i^as. Pindarusy 

. Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru, Lucilius, do you the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [Exeuidt 

SCENE m.— Wii^m (he Tent ^Brutus. 

Lucius and Titinius at some distance from iU 

Enter Bbutus and Cassius. 

Cas, That you have wrong'd me doth appear in this : 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Peim, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein, my letters, praying on his side, 
Because I knew the man, were slighted off. 

Bru, You wrong'd yourself, to write in such a case. 

Cas, In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence should bear his comment. 

Bru, lit me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm ; 
To sell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeservers. 

Cas, I an itching palm ? 

You know, that you are Brutus that speak this, 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 

Bru, The name of Cassius honors this corruption, 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Cas. Chastisement ! 

Bru, Remember March, the ides of March remember. 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake ? 
What viflain touch'd his body, that did stab. 
And not for justice ? What, shall one of us. 
That struck the foremost man of all this world. 
But for supporting robbers ; shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes ? 
And sell the mighty space of our large honors, 
For so much trash, as may be grasped Uius ? — 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon. 
Than such a Roman. 

Cas, Brutus, bay not me^ 

ni not endure it : you forget yourself, 
To hedge me in ; 1 am a soldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 



I 



\ 
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BnL Go to ; you're not, Caaamk, 

Cm, I am. 

Bru, I say, you are not 

Cos. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further. 

Bru, Away, slight man ! 

Cos. Is't possible 7 

Bru, Hear me, for I will speak. 
Must I give way and room to your rash choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a mfhiman stares ? 

Cos, O stSta I ye gods ! must I endure all this ? 

Bru, AUthis ? ay, and more : Fret till your proud heart break , 
Go, show your slaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge ? 
Must I observe you ? Must I stand and crouch . 

Under your testy humor ? By the gods, I 

You sludl digest the venom of your spleen, I 

Thou^ it do split you ; for, from this day forth, 

m use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, : 

When you are waspish. ) 

Cos, Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You say, you are a better soldier : p 

Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true. 
And it shall please me well : For mine own part, 
I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cos, You wronff me every way ; you wrong me, Brutus ; 
I said, an elder soldier, not a better : 
Did I say, better ? 

Bru. If you did, I care not 

Cos. When Caesar liv'd, he durst not thus have moved n«. 

Bru. Peace, peace ; you durst not so have tempted him 

Cos. I durst not? 

Bru. No. 

Cos. Wiiat? durst not tempt him ? 

Bru, FDr your life, you durst not 

Cos. Do not presume too much upon my love, 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 
For I am arm'd so strong in honesty. 
That they pass by me as the idle wind. 
Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you deny'd me ; — 
For 1 can raise no money by vile means : 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wrinff 
From the hard hands of peasants their vile tia^ 
By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions. 
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Which you denied me : Was that done like Cassius 7 
Should I have answer'd Caius Cassius so ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous. 
To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces ! 

Cas. I denied you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Cas. I did not : — ^he was but a fool. 

That brought my answer back. — ^Brutvts hath riv'd my heart; 
A friend should bear his friend's infirmities ; 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me. 
Cas, You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults, 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 
Bru. A flattener's would not, though they do appear 
\s huge as high Olympus. 

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 
For Cassius is aweary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ; 
Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults observ'd. 
Set in a note-book, leam'd and conn'd by rote, 
T9 cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes ! — There is my dagger. 
And here my naked breast ; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than sold : 
If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forSi ; 
I, that denied thee goldj will gjve my heart : 
Strike, as thou didst at Caesar ; for, I know, 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov'dst him better 
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. . 

Bru, Sheathe your dagger: 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 
Do wmit you will, dishonor shall be humor. 
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ; 
Who, much eniorced, shows a hasty spark. 
And straight is cold again. 

Cas. Hath Cassius liv'd 

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood iB-temper'd vexeth him ? 
Bru. When I spoke that, I was Ul-temper'd too. 
Cas. Do vou confess so much ? Give me your hand. 
Bru. And my heart too. 
Cas. O Brutus !— 

Bru. What's the matter ? 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with me. 
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When that rash humor, which my mother gave me^ 
Makes me forgetfiil 7 

Bru, Yes, Cassius ; and, henceford^ 

When yon are over-earnest with your Bratus, 
Hell think yonr mother chides, and leave you so. 

Cos, I did not think, you could have been so angiy. 

Bru, O Cassius, I am sick of many griefis. 

Cos, Of your philosophy you make no use, 
[f you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru, No man bears sorrow better : — ^Portia is dead. 

Cos, Ha ! Portia ! 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cos. How scap'd I killing, when I cross'd you so 7 

insupportable and touching loss ! — 
Upon wnat sickness ? 

Bru, Impatient of my absence ; 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong ; — ^for with her oeadi 
That tidings came ; — ^With this she fell distract, 
And, her attendants absent, swallow'd fire. 

Cos, And died so ? 

Bru, Even so. 

C<is, O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, trtA wine and tapers, 

Bru, Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl of wine. 
In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [DrittiU 

Cos, My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge : — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell the cup ; 

1 cannot drink to4 much of Brutus' love. [^Drinkk 

Re-enter Titinius, tmlJi Messauu 

Bru. Come in, Titinius : Welcome, good Messala. 
Now sit we close about tliis taper here, 
And call in question our necessities. 

Cos. Portia, art thou gone ? 

Bru, No more, I pray you. — 

Messala, I have here received letters. 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power. 
Bending their expedition towara Philippi. 

Mes, Myself have letters of the seif«ame tenor. 

Bru, With what addition ? 

Mes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to deafii an hundred senators. 

Brtu Therein our letters do,not well agree ; 
Mine speak of seventy senatora that died. 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 
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Cos. Cicero one? 

Mes, Ay, Cicero is dead, 

And by that order of proscription. — 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord 7 
Bru, No, Messala. 

Mes, Nor nothing in your letters writ of her 1 
Bru, Nothing, Messala. 

Mes, That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru, Why ask you ? Hear you aught of her in yours ? 
Mes, No, my lord. 

Bru, Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Mes, Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell : 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 

Bru, Why, farewell, Portia. — ^We must die, Messala 2 
With meditating that she must die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 

Mes, Even so great men sreat losses should endure. 
Cos. I have as much of tbis in art as you. 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

tiru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi presently ? 
Cos, I do not think it good. 
Bru, Your reason. 

Cos, This it is 

'Tis better, that the enemy seek us : 
So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers. 
Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying still. 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru, Good reasons must, of force, give place to better. 
The people, 'twixt Philippi and this ground. 
Do stand but in a forc'd affection ; 
For they have grudg'd us contribution : 
The enemy, marching along by them. 
By them shall make a.fuller number up. 
Come on refreshed, new-added, and encouraged ; 
From which advantage shall we cut him oflf 
If at Philipoi we do face him there. 
These people at our back. 

Cas, Hear me, good brother. 

Bru, Under your pardon. — ^You must note beside^ 
That we have tried the utmost of our friends, 
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe : 
The enemy increaseth every day. 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. 
There is a tide in the affairs of men. 
Which, tBk&a at the flood, leads on to fortune: 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now afloat, 
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And we must take the cmrent when it serves, 
Or lose our ventures. 

C€u. Then, with your will, go on : 

We'll along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bra, The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 
And nature must obey necessity ; 
Which we will niggu^ with a little rest. 
There is no more to say ? 

Cos, No more. Good night ; 

ESarly to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 

Bru. Lucius, my gown. — [ExU Ltjcius.] — ^Farewell, good Mcs- 
sala; — 
Good night, Titinius. — Noble, noble Cassius, 
Good night, and good repose. 

C€is, O my dear brother ! 

This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come such division 'tween our souls ! 
Let it not, Brutus. 

Bru, Every thing is weU. 

Cos, Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Crood night, good brother. 

Tit, Mes Good night, lord Brutus. 

Bru, Farewell, every one. 

[Exeunt Cassius, Tittnius, and Muftsi^j,^ 

R&'enter Lucius, vnth the gown. 

Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument ? 

Imc, Here in the teat^ 

Bru, What, thou speak'st drowsily t 

Poor knave, I blame thee not ; thou art o'er-watch'd. 
Call Claudius, and some other of my men ; 
ril have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 

Luc, Varro, ana Claudius ! 

Enter Varro, and Claudius. 

Var, Calls my lord ? 

Bru, I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and sleep ; 
It may be, I shall raise vou by and by 
On business to my brother Cassius. 

Var, So please you, we will stand, and watch your pleasure. 

Bru. I will not have it so : lie down, good sirs ; 
It may be, I shall otherwise bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, here's the book I sought for so : 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. [Servants lie dowm 

Luc, I was sure, your lordship did not give it me. 

Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetfuL 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 
And touch thy instrument a strain or two ? 

Imc. Ay, my lord, an it please you. 
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Bru. It does, my boy : 

1 trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Imc, It is mv duty, sir. 

Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might ; 
I know, young bloods look for a time of rest. 

Intc. I have slept, my lord, already. 

Bru. It is well done ; and thou shalt sleep again ; 
I will not hold thee long : if I do live, 

I will be good to thee. [Mtmc, and a song. 

This is a sleepy tune : — ^O murd'rous slumber ! 
Lay'st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy. 
That plays thee music ? — Gentle knave, good night ; 
I will not do thee so much wrong to wake thee. 
If thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument ; 
I'll take it from thee : and, good boy, good night. 
Let me see, let me see : — ^Is not the leaf tunrd down. 
Where I left reading ? Here it is, I think. [He sits dottm. 

Enter the Ghost of Cjesar. 

How ill this taper burns ! — ^Ha ! who comes here ? 
I think, it is the weakness of mine eyes. 
That shapes this monstrous apparition. 
It comes upon me : — Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil, 
That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to stare ? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. 

Bru. Why com'st thou t 

Ghost. To tell thee, thou shalt see me at PhilippL 

Bru. Well; 
Then I shall see thee again ? 

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi. [Ghost vamsheM^ 

Bru. Why, I shall see thee at Philippi then. — 
^ Now I have taken heart, thou vanishest : 
111 spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. — 
Boy ! Lucius ! — ^Varro ! Claudius ! Sirs, awake ! 
Claudius ! 

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false. 

Bru. He thinks, he still is at his instrument.— 
Lucius, awake. 

Luc. My lord ! 

Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so ciy'dst out f 

Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

Bru. Yes, that thou didst : Didst thou see any thing 7 

Luc. Nothing, my lord. 

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius. — Sirrah, Claudius ! 
Fellow thou! awake. 

Var. My lord. 

Clau. My lord. 
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Bru. Why did von so cry out, sirs, in your sleep t 

Var. Clou. IXa we, my loid? 

Bru, Ay, saw you any thing t 

Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clou. Nor I, my lord. 

Ihu. Go, and conunend me to my brother Cassins ; 
Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 

Var, Clau. It shall be done, my lord. [Exeunt 

ACT V. 

The fifth Aet it oeeopied with the battle of Philippi, the defeat and death of Bratoa 
and CaHios. Thej perish by thdr own hands. The Drama ends with Uw followi*g 
•alogiam mi Brntoe, by Antony and OcUvins. 

ArU. This was the noblest Roman of them all : 
All the conspirators, save only he. 
Did that they did in envy of great Cssar ; 
He, only, in a general honest thought. 
And common good to all, made one of thenu 
His life was gentle ; and the elements 
So mixM in him, that Nature might stand up. 
And say to all the world, This was a man ! 

Oct, According to his virtue let ns use him, 
With all respect, and rites of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie, 
Most like a soldier, order'd honorably. — 
So, call the lield to rest : and lef s away, 
To port the glories of this happy day. {Exeiad 



TWELFTH-NIGHT : 

OR, 

WHAT YOU WILL 



Siwkspeare appears to have invariably sought for the originals of hit plots from 
■onroe* within his reach.— The Italian novelists of Kb period famished ample materia.! for 
his purpose, bat although them are traces to be found in the present Comedy, of incidents, 
which are evidently borrowed from these sources, yet even the indnstrions and acute re- 
•earches of the critics cannot distinctly trace out the precise authorities, to which the Poet is 
indebted for the groumlwork of this delightful Comedy. 

There is in this Drama, an under plot,-rslulfally interwoven into the main subject, yet, 
in BO degree necessary to the chief action of the Play. The nature of our design, has in- 
duced the rejection of the comic incidents, which form the minor plot, so that we might 
incorporate into our selections, the entire main story, with all its charming beauties of 
griceful and toufSiing Poetry. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Orsino, Dpke of lUjrria. 

Sebastian, a young gentleman, brother to Viola. 

Antonio, a sea captain, friend to Sebastian. 

A sea captain, friend to Viola. 

Valentine, Curio, gentlemen attending on the Duke, 

Sir ToBT Belch, uncle of Olivia. 

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Malvolio, steward to Olivia. 

Fabian, Clown, servants to Olivia. 

Oltvia, a rich Countess. 
Viola, in love with the Duke* ' 
Maria, Olivia's woman. 

Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and other Attendants* 

SCENE. — A City in Illtria ; and the Sea-eoast near it. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE L^An ApaHmeni in the Duke's Pdlaoe 
Enter Dxtee, Cubio, Lords ; Musicians attending. 

Duke, If music be the food of love, play on, 
Give me excess of it ; that, surfeiting,^ 
'i*he appetite may sicken, and so die. 
That strain again ; — ^it had a dying fall : 
O, it came o'er my ear like the sweet sonth, 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing, and giving odor. — Enough ; no more ; 
Tis not so sweet now, as it was before. 
O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou ! 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there, 
Of- what validity and pitch soever. 
But falls into abatement and low price. 
Even in a minute ! so full of shapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high-fantastical. 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord ? 

J>^^' What, Curio? 

Cw^- The htit 

Duke, Why, so I do, the noblest that I have : 
O when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought, she purg'd the air of pestilence ; 
That instant was I tum'd into a hart ; 
And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds. 
E'er since pursue me. — ^How now ? what news from her ? 

ErOer VALENmcE. 

Vol. So please my lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 
The element itself, till seven years' heat, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 
But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk. 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-ofiending brine : all this, to season 
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh. 
And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. O, she, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother. 
How will she love, when the rich, golden shaft. 
Hath kill'd the flock of all afiections else 
That live in her .' when liver, brain, and heart, 
^se sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and fill'd, 
fHer sweet perfections,) with one self king !— 
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A^way before me to sweet beds of flowers ; 

Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopied with bowen. [Exetmt, 

SCENE n.— T/ie Sea-coast. 

Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors. 

Vio. What country, friends, is this ? 
Cap. Ulyria, lady. 

Vio, And what should I do in Ulyria 7 
If y brother he is in Elysium. 

Perchance, he is not drown'd. — ^What think you, sailOTs 7 
Cap. It is perchance, that you yourself were saved. 
Vio. O my poor brothei' ! and so, perchance, may he be. 
Cap. True, madam : and, to comfort you with chance, 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split. 
When you, and that poor number saved with you. 
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother, . 
Most provident in peril, bind himself 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
To a strong mast, that lived upon the sea ; 
Where, hke Arion on the dolphin's back, 
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 
So long as I could see. 

Vio. For saying so, there's gold : 

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope. 
Whereto thy speech serves for authority. 
The hke of him. Know'st thou this country 7 

Cap. Av, madam, well ; for I was bred and born, 
Not three hours' travel from this very place. 
Vio. Who governs here 7 

Cap. A noble duke, in natofe^ 

As in bis name. 

Vio. What is his name 7 

Cap. Orsino. 

Vio. Orsino ! I have heard my father name him: 
He was a bachelor then. 

Cap. And so is now, 

Or was so very late : for but a month 
Ago I went from hence ; and then 'twas fresh 
In murmur, (as, you know, what great ones do, 
The less will prattle of,) that he did seek 
The love of fair Olivia. 
^ Vio. What's she 7 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since ; then leaving bar 
In the protection of his son, her brother. 
Who snortly also died : for whose dear love. 
They say, she hath abjured the company 
And sight of men. 



358 SHAKSPBARIAN READBtt. 
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Vio. O, that I served that lady : 

And might not be delivered to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow, 
What my estate is. 

Cap, That were hard to compasi ; 

Because she will admit no kind of suit, 
No, not the duke's. 

Vio, There is a fair behavior in thee, captain ; 
And thouffh that nature with a beauteous waU 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe, diou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 
I pray thee, and 111 pay thee bounteously, 
Conceal me what I am ; and be my aid 
For such disguise as, haply, shall become 
The form of my intent I'll serve this duke ; 
Thou shalt present me as a page to him, 
It may be worth thy pains y for I can sing. 
And speak to him in many sorts of music, 
That will allow me very worth his service. 
What else may hap, to time I will commit ; 
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit 

Cap. Be thou his page, and I your mute will be ; 
When my tongue blaos, then let mine eyes not see ! 

Vio, I thank thee : Lead me on. [Exeunt 

VioU, haTinf diigniiftd benelf in male attire, obtainc the atnatfam of Taga, te thi 
Doke'i bmuehold, uider tbe aame of Ceiario. 

A Room in the Duke's Palace, 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in marCs ailire, 

Val, If the Duke continue these favors towards you, Cesario, you 
are like to be much advanced ; he hath known you but three days, 
and already you are no stranger. 

Vio, You either fear his humor, or my negligence, that you call ii 

2uestion the continuance of his love : Is he inconstant, sir, in his 
Ivors? 
Vcd, No, believe me. 

Enter Duee, Curio, and Attendants. 

Vio, I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Duke, Who saw Cesario, ho ? 

Vio, On your attendance, my lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof. — Cesario, 
Thou know'st no less but all ; I have unclasp'd 
To tliee the book even of my secret soul : 
Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her; 
Be not deUy'd access, stand at her doors. 
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And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow, 
rill thou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble ionl 

If she be so abandoned to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 

Duke, Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds,' 
Rather than make unprofited. return. 

Vio. Sav, I do speak with her, my lord : What then f 

Duke, O, then unfold the passion of my love ; 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith. 
It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy yoffth. 
Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 

Vio. I thmk not so, my tord. 
_ ^>uke. Dear lad, believe it ; 

For they shall yet belie thy happy years. 
That say, thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth, and rubious ; thy small pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, shrill, and sound, 
And all is semblative a woman's part 

I know, thy constellation is right apt 

For this affair : — Some four, or five, attend him : 

All, if you will ; for I myself am best. 

When least in company :— Prosper well in this, 

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord. 

To call his fortunes thine. 

^ y^' I'll do my best. 

To woo your lady : yet,— [Aswfe.l— a barful strife : 

Whoe'er I woo, mysglf would be his wife. [ExewA 

The Lady OUvk, attoadad by her waiting woman Maria, aad MalvoUo her steward, 

II infonned that a aunenjeer fhmi the Dake seeks her prasenoe. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Olivia, Maria, and Malvolio, 

^oi'llf^^**^?' ^?® ^^ at the gate a young gentleman, much 
desires to speak with you. ^ -» & 

OH, From the count Orsino, is it ? 

i^ar. I know not, madam ; 'tis a fair young man, and well attended. 

Oil, Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

nr^'v '^°^^' "™**^™' y^^^ kinsman. 
PV? ;«^*^H H°l.''? l/^y y.""" ' ^® ^^^^^ nothing but madman: 
2l^t 'T[^'''^ ^"^'^-^ you, Malvolio: if it be a suit 
from the count, I am sick or not at home ; what you will, to cUsmiss 

kS^,tt:^^ ^^^ ^"' ^^^ ^^" y^"^ ^-^^"^ ^- 

Re-enter Malvolio. 
Mai, Madait, yond, young fellow swears he wffl speak with you. 
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I told him you were sick ; he takes on him to understand so macli« 
and therefore comes to sueak with you : I told him you were asleep ; 
he seems to have a fore-Knowledge of that too, and therefore comes 
to speak with you. What is to oe said to him, lady ? he's fortified 
against any deniaL 

Olu Tell him, he shall not speak with me. 

MeU, He has been told so ; and he says, hell stand at your dorar 
like a sheriff's post, and be the supporter of a bench, but hell Bpeak 
with you. 

OIL What kind of man is he ? 

Mai, Why, of mankind. 

OIL What manner of man 7 

Mai. Of very ill manner ; he'll speak with you, will you, or no. 

OIL Of what personage, and years, is he ? 

MeU. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough for a b(^ 
He is very well-favored, and he speaks very shrewishly. 

OIL Let him approach : Call in my gentlewoman. 

Mai, Gentlewoman, my lady calls. ^Exit 

Re-^nter Marul. 
OIL Give me my veil : come throw it o'er my face : 
We'll once more hear Orsino's embassy. % 

Enter Viola. 

Vio, The honorable lady of the house, which is she ? 

OH. Speak to me, I shall answer for her : Your will ? 

Vio, Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable beauty, I pray you, 
tell me, if this be the lady of the house, for I never saw her : I would be 
loath to cast away my speech ; for, besides that it is excellently well 
penn'd, I have taken great pains to con it. Good beauties, let me sus- 
tain no scorn ; I am very compdble,* even to the least smister usage. 

OIL Whence came you, sir ? 

Vio, I can say little more than I have studied, and that question's 
out of my part Good gentle one, give me modest assurance, if you 
be the lady of the house, that I may proceed in my speech. 

OIL Are you a comedian ? 

Vio, No, my profound heart : and yet, by the very fangs of malice, 
I swear I am not that I play. Are you the lady of the house ? 

OIL If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio, Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp yourself ; for what 
is yours to bestow, is not yours to reserve, tut this is from my 
commission : I will on with my speech in your praise, and then show 
you the heart of mv message. 

OIL Come to what is important in't : I forgive you the praise. 

Vio, Alas, I took great pains to study it, and 'tis poetical. 

OIL It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray you keep it in. I 
heard you were saucy at my gates; and allowed your approach, 
rather to wonder at you than to hear you. If you be not mad, be 

* Acooantable. * 
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gone; if you have reason be brief: 'tis not that time of moon with 
me, to make one in so skipping a dialogue. Tell me your mind. 

Vto. I am a messenger. 

on. Sure, you have some hideous matter to deliver, when the 
courtesy of it is so fearful. Sp^ your office. 

Vio, It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture pf war, no 
taxation of homage ; I hold the olive in my hand : my words are as 
full of peace as matter. 

Oli, Yet you began rudely. What are you 7 what would you ? 

Vio. The rudeness that hath appeared in me, have I leam'd from 
my entertainment What I am, ana what I would, are to your ears, 
divinity ; to any other's, profanation. 

OIL Give us the place alone : we will hear this divinity. — [Exit 
Makia.I— Now, sir, what is your text ? 

Vio, Most sweet lady, 

OIL A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said of it. Where 
lies your text ? 

Vio. In Orsino's bosom. 

OIL In his bosom ? In what chapter of his bosom ? 

Vio, To answer by the method, in the first of his heart. 

OIL O, I have read it ; it is heresy. Have you no more to say ? 

Vio, Good madam, let me see your face. 

OIL Have you any conmiission from your lord to negotiate with 
my face ? you are now out of your text : but we will draw the cur- 
tain, and snow you the picture. Look you, sir, such a one as I was 
this present : Is't not well done ? [ UnveUing. 

Vio. Excellently done, if nature did all. 

OIL 'Tis in grain, sir; 'twill endure wind and weather. 

Vio. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white - * 

Nature^s own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the cruel'st she aSve, 
If you will lead these graces to the grave, 
Aiul leave the world no copy. 

OIL O, sir, I wiD not be so hard-hearted ; I will jgive out divers 
schedules of my beauty : It shall be inventoried ; ancTevery particle^ 
and utensil, labelled to my will. Were you sent hither to praise 
me? 

Vio, I see you what you are : you are too proud ; 
But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My lora and master loves you ; O, such love 
Could be but recompens'd, though you were crown'd 
The nonpareil of b^uty ! 

OIL How does he love me ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears. 
With groans that thunder love, with si^s of fire. 

OIL Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love him ; 
Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble. 
Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 
In voices well divulg'd, free, leam'd, and variant, 
17 



962 SHAKSPEABIAN RBADKl* 

And, in dimenskm, andvthe shape of natmej 
A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him ; 
He might have took his answer long ago. 

Vto. If I did love yon in my masters flame. 
With such a safierinff, such a deadly life, 
In your denial I woukl find no sense, 
I would not understand it. 

OIL Why, what would ytm I 

Vio, Make me a willow calnn at your gate, 
And call upon my soul within the house ; 
Write loyal cantons of -contemned love, 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night ; 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills. 
And make the babbling gossip of the ur 
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you should pity me. 

OIL You might do much : What is your parentage f 

Vio, Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 
I am a gentleman. 

OIL Get you to your lord ; 

I cannot love him : let him send no more ; 
Unless, perchance, you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well : 
I thank you for your pains : spend this for me. 

Vio. 1 am no fee'd post, lacfy : keep your purse; 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 
Jjove makes his heart of flint, that you shall love ; 
And let your fervor, like my master's, be 
Plac'd in contempt ! Farewell, fair cruelty. [BtH 

OIL What is your parentage ? " 
Above my fortunes, yet my state is toeU ; 
lama gentleman.'^~-^Vll be sworn thou art ; 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit. 
Do give thee five-fold blazon : — Not too fast :— soft ! soft I 
Unless the master were the mai). — ^How now ? 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Methinks, I feel this youth's perfectwns, 
With an invisible and subtle stealth. 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it jbe.— 
What, ho, Malvolio !— 

Re-enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Here, madam, at your service. 

OIL Run after that same peevish messenger. 
The county's man : he left this ring behmd him, 
Would I, or not ; tell him, I'll none of it. 
Desire him not to flatter with his lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him : 
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If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
rU give lum reasons for't Hie thee, Maivolio. 

Md. Madam, I will. \ExiL 

OH. I do I know not what : and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 
Fate, show thy force : Ourselves wo do not owe ; 
What is decreed, must be ; and be this so ! [ ExiL 

ACT II. 

SCENE.— A Street. 
Enter Viola ; Malvolio following. 

Mdl, Were not you even now with the countess Olivia ? 

Vio. Even now, sir ; on a moderate pace I have since arrived but 
hither. 

Med. She returns this ring to you, sir; you miffht have saved me 
my pains, to have taken it away yourself She a£is, moreover, that 
you should put your lord into a desperate assurance she wiQ none of 
nim : And one thing more ; that you be never so hardy to comf 
again in his afiairs, unless it be to report your lord's taking of thi& 
&ceive it so. 

Via. She took the ring of me; I'll none of it. 

Mat. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her ; and her will is, it 
should be so returned : if it be worth stooping f>r, there it lies in 
your eye ; if not, be it his thai finds it. \Exit. 

Vio. I left no ring with her : What means this hAjn ? 
Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm'd her. ! 
She made good view of me ; indeed, so much. 
That, sure, methought, her eyes had lost her toi&gne 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passicm 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord's rin^ ! why, he sent her none. 
I am the man ; — If it be so, (as 'tis,) 
Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 
Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness. 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it, fo^%he proper-false 
In women's waxen -hearts to set their forms I 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we ; 
For, such as we are made of, such we be. 
My master loves her dearly ; 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me : 
What will become of this ! As I am man. 
My state is desperate for my master's love: 



As I am woman, now alas ^e day ! 



^e 
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What thriftless si^ shall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O time, thoa most entangle this, not I ; 

It is too hard a lokH for me to untie. [ExU. 

YklU baeom w enamored of tbe Duke, and with ezqniiite ddieaaj dawribaa bar owi 
fca linp, wbjla piofaHinf to narrate ber sbtei*! story. 

SCENE.^A Room in the Duke's Palace. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. Give me some music .—Now, good morrow, friends :— ^ 
Now, ffood Cesario, but that piece of song. 
That M and antique song we heard last night : 
Methou^t, it did relieve my passion much ; 
More tluin li^t airs and recollected terms, 

Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times : 

Come, but one verse. 

Cktr, He is not here, so please your kfdship, that should sing it 

Duke. Who was it? 

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool, that the lady Olivia's iathei 
took much delight in : he is about the house. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

[Exit CuBio. — Music 
Come hither, boy ; if ever thou shalt love. 
In the sweet pangs of it, remember me : 
For, such as I am, all true lovers are ; 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else. 
Save, in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. — ^How dost thou like this tone ? 

Vio. It gives a venr echo to the seat 
•Where Love is thron'd. 

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly : 

My life upon't, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stayed upon some fieivor that it loves ; 
Hath it not, boy ? 

Vio. A little, by your favor. 

Duke. What kind of woman is't ? 

Vio. Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, i' &ith ? 

Vio. About your years, my lord. 

Duke. Too old, bv heaven. Let still the wonttn take 
Kn elder than herself; so wears she to him. 
So sways she level in her husband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praise ourselves. 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn. 
Than women's are. 

Vio. • I think it well, my lord. 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyself. 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : ^ 
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For women are as roses ; whose fair flower, 
Bein^ once display'd, doih fall that very hour. 

Vto, And so they are ; alas, that they are so ; 
To die, even when they to perfection grow I 

Duke, Once more, Cesario, 
Get thee to yond' same soverei^ cruelty : 
Tell her, my love, more noble Sian the world, 
Prizea not quantity of dirty lands ; 
The parts that fortune hath bestow'd upon her, 
Tell ner, I hold as giddily as fortune ; 
But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems. 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul. 

Vio, But if she cannot love you, sir ? 

Duke, I cannot be so answerd. 

Vio. 'Sooth, but you muC. 

Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is. 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; 
You tell her so ; Must she not then be answer'd ? 

Duke, There is no woman's sides. 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention. 
But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 
And can digest as much : make no compare 
Between tlmt love a woman can bear me. 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio, Ay, but I know, — 

Duke, What dost thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may: 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I should your lordship. 

Duke, And what's her history ? 

Vio, A Wank, my lord : She never told her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm i' the bud. 
Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought ; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, — 
She sat like patience on a monument, *^ 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 
We men may say more, swear more : but, indeed. 
Our shows are more than will ; for still we prove 
Mach in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. But died thv sister of her love, my boy ? 

Vio, I am all the daughters of my father's houses 
And all the brothers voo ; — aad yet I know not. — 
9ir, shall I to this lady ? 

Duke, Ay, that's the theme. 



•06 SHAKSFBARIAN RRADMU 

To her in haste ; give her this jewel ; say, 
My loye can give no place, Uoq do denay.* 

ACT III. 

OuviA, and Viola. 

Aoooidiiif to the Dnke'i iiutnictioiu, Viola again presents hersdf to CHiria, bat fiadi 
tlia lady anwilUaf to listen to Onino's tnit. The canse b ex]dained ia the fiiilowyif 

OIL Give me your hand, sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 

OIL W hat is your name ? 

Vio. Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess. 

OIL My servant, sir I Twas never merry world 
Since lowly feigning was calPd compliment : 
You are servant to me count Orsino, youth. 

Vio, And he is yours, and his must needs be yours ; 
Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 

OIL For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than filled with me ! 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
Cki his behalf: — 

OIL O, by your leave, I pray you ; 

I bade you never speak again of him : 
But, would you undertake another suit, 
I had rather hear you to solicit that. 
Than music from the spheres. 

Vio. Dear lady , 

OH. Give me leave, I beseech you : I did send 
After the last enchantment you did here, 
A ring in chase of you ; so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you : 
Under your hard construction must I sit, 
To force that on you, in a shameful cunning. 
Which you knew none of yours : What might you think ? 
Have you not set mine honor at the stake. 
And \mted it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That t3n^nnous heart can think ? To one of your receiving 
Enough is shown ; a Cyprus, not a bosom. 
Hides my poor heart : 5^ let me hear you speak. 

Vio. 1 {ity you. 

OIL That's a degree to love. 

Via. No, not a step ; for 'tis a vulgar proof, 
That veiy oft we pity enemies. 

OIL why, then, metbinks, 'tis time to smile again* 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 

^Denial. 
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If one should be a prey, how much the better 

To fall before the lion, than the wolf? fCSpcik sHkei. 

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time.— 

Be not afraid, good youth, T will not have you : 

And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest, 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 

There lies your way, due west. 

Vio. ThenVestward-ho; 

Grace, and good disposition 'tend your ladyship ! 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me ? 

on. Stay: 
I pr'ythee, tell: me, what thou think'st of me. 

Vio, That you do think, you are not what you are. 

Oli. If I think so, I think the same of you. 

Vio, Then think you right ; I am not what I am. 

OIL I would you were as I would have you be ! 

Vio, Would it be better, madam, than I am, 
I wish it might ; for now I am your fool. 

Oli. O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 
A murd'rous guilt shows not itself more soon 
Than love that would seem hid : love's night is noon. 
Cesario, by the roses of the spring. 
By maidhood, hcmor, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 
Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 
For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause : 
But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter : 
Love sought is good, but given unsought, is better. 

Vio* By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth. 
And that r.o woman has ; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam ; never more 
Will I mv master's tears to you deplore. 

Oli. Yet come again : for thou, perhaps, may'st move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. [ExeunL 



ACT V. 

SelMstian, the twin-brother of Viola, is saved from the wreck In which he believes hii 
■liter was lost. Having business at Orsino*s court, he arrives tliere accompanied by his 
friend Antonio. He ii supposed to be the exact counterpart of his sister, as she appears, 
when di^fnised as the Page. In passing near Olivia's hoose, he is encountered by a 
•ervant of the lady's, who has been sent to request Viola will come and speak with 
Olivia. He denies all knowledge of the lady, but Olivia enters, and believing him to be 
Viola, entreats him to enter the honse : he consents, — and the lady so charms him, that 
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te yitkb & wiDiBff MMSt to kir pcopoiak of iBBMdiato maimts. The Dake ita pMiiM ^ 

tef ia hb pnaioa for OliTia, detonaiBM to teak the lady ia penoa, aooonpaaied by | 

Viola. Ob naduaf OliTia'i hoow, be fe met by Aatoaio, SebartiaB's fiiead, wIm \ 

aooooti Viola, •apporiag her to be Bebiititw The Doke, mppoting tbe maa to be in- I 

oaae, iadigaotiy irt^aker hia^— OHTia eaten from the honae, and ■eaag Viola, ■iTiIiuboim l 

hK a* hK lately maniedhasboad. 1 

Duke. Here comes the countess ; now heaven walks on earth. — \ 

Bat for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madness : \ 

Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 
But more of that anon. ^Take him aside. 

OIL What would my lord, hut that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ? — 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio. Madam? 

Duke. Gracious Olivia,— 

on. What do you say, Cesario 7 Good my lord . 

Via. My lord would speak, my duty hushes me. 

OIL If it be aught to the old tune, my brd, 
it is as fat and f ul^me to mine ear. 
As howling after music. 

Duke, Still so cruel 7 

OIL Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. What ! to perverseness 7 you uncivil lady. 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithf ull'st ofierin^ hath breath'd out, 
That e'er devotion tender'd ! What shall I do 7 

OIL Even what it please my lord, that shall become him. 

Duke. Why should I not, liad I the heart to do it, 
like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death. 
Kill what I love ; a savage jealousy, 
That sometime savors nobly 7 — ^But hear me this : 
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith. 
And that I partly know the instrument 
That screws me from my true place in your fevor. 
Live vou, the marble-breasted tyrant, stul ; 
But this your minion, whom, I know, you love. 
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly. 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he sits crowned in his master's spite. — 
Come, boy, with me ; my thoughts are ripe in mischief: 
I'll sacrifice the lamb that I do love, 
To spite a raven's heart within a dove. [Going 

Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly. 
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. [FoUowir^ 

OIL Where goes Cesario 7 

Viot After him I love, 

More than I love these eyes, more than my life. 
More, by all mores, than e'er I shall love wife : 
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If I do feign, you witnesses above, 
Punish my life, for tainting of my love ! 

OH. An me, detested ! now am I begnil'd ! 

Vio. Who does beguile you ? who ooes do you wrong ? 

OIL Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so long 7— 
Call forth the holy faSier. [Exit an Attendant 

Duke. Come away. [To ViOLi 

Olu Whither, my lord ? Cesario, husband, stay. 

Dvke. Husband? 

Oli, Ay, husband, dm he that deny ? 

Duke. Her husband, sirrah ? 

Vio. No, my lord, not I. 

OH. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear, 
That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up ; 
Be that ition know'st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear'st. — O, welcome, father ! 

Re-enter Attendant and Priest. 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence. 
Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness, what occasion now 
Reveals before 'tis ripe,) what thou dost know. 
Hath newly past between this youth and me. 

Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands. 
Attested by the holy close of lips, 
Strengthen'd by interchangement of your rings ; 
And idl the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my testimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my gravei 
I have travelled but two hours. ' 

Duke. O, thou dissembling ciib ! what wilt thou bo 
When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case ? 
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow, 
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow ? 
•Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet. 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet 

Vio. My lord, I do protest, — 

Oli. O, do not swear; 

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear. 

Enter Sebastian. 

Duke. One face, one habit, and two persons; 
A natural perspective, that is, and is not 

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me. 
Since I have lost thee. 






1 
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Ant. Sebastian are yon 7 , 

8eb. Fear'st thoa that, Antonio f \ 

AnL How have you made division of yooiscdf ? — ( 

An i^iple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than th^ two creatoies. Which is Sebastian ? 

0/t. Most wonderful ! 

Seb. Do I stand there ? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there be that deity in mv nature, 
Of here and every where. I haJ a sister, > 

Whom the blind waves and surges have devour'd : — 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [7b VwitA 

What countryman 7 what name 7 what parentage 7 

Vio, Of Messaline : Sebastian was my hih&r , 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 
So went he suited to his watery tomb : 
If spirits can assume both form and suit 
You come to fngbt us. 

Seb. Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 
I should mytears let fall upon your cheek. 
And say — ^Thrice welcome, drowned Viola ! 

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb, And so had mine. 

Vio, And died that day when Viola from her birth 
Had number'd thirteen years. 

Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul ! 
He finished, indeed, in his mortal act. 
That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Vio, if nothing lets to make us happy both 
But this my masculine usurp'd attire. 
Do not embrace me, till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump, 
That I am Viola : which to confinn, 
I'll bring you to a captain in this town^ 
Where Tie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help 
I was preserv'd, to serve this noble count ; 
All the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been mistook : [To Oliyxa.. 

But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid ; 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd. 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 

Dvke. Be not amaz'd ; right noble is his Wood. — 
If this be so, as }'et the glass seems true, 
I shall have share in this most happy wreck : 
Boy, thou hast said t© me a thousand times, ITo Vio. 

Thou never should'st love woman like to me. 

Vio. And all those sayings will I over-swear ; 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul. 
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As doth that orhed contiiient the fire 
That tevere day from night 

Duke, Give me thy hand ; 

And let me see thee in thy woman's weeds. 

Vio, The captain, that did bring me first on shores 
Hath my maid's garments : he npon some action, 
Is now m durance : at Malvolio's suit, 
A gentleman, and follower of my lady's. 

Oli. He shall enlarge him. 
My lord, so please you, these things further thqpght on, 
To thmk me as well a sister as a wife. 
One day shall crown the alliance on't, so please you, 
Here at my house, and at my proper cost 

Dvike* Madam, I am most apt to embrace your o/Sn, — 
Your master quits you;— [To Viola.] — and, for your service done 

him. 
So much against the mettle of your sex. 
So far beneath your soft and tender breeding. 
And Bince you call'd me master for so long, 
Here is my hand ; you shall from this time be 
Your master's mistress. 

OIL A sister ? — you are she. 

Dvke, A solemn combination shall hd made 
Of our dear souls — ^Meantime, sweet sister. 
We will not part from hence. — Cesario, come ; 
For so you shall be, while you are a man ; 
But, when in other hatnts you are seen, 
Ofsiao's mistress, and his fimcy's qwen. 
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The ontliBe of this Fbty it takmi from a novd of Cmdiio, the Italian aovciirt aad 
Mgie aathor, to wbon Shakspeaie wa* Ukewiw iadebted for the storjrof OtbeDo. 

Measaie for Mearaie, praMnts as with oae of the most perfect of oar aatfaor's haulm 
•hanotns im the person of Isabella. Dr. Blake says, of this beaatifol creation, tbat 
" Piety, spotless parity, tenderness combined with firmness, and an eloqaenoethe most per- 
laasive, aaite to render her sini^nlarly interesting and attractive.' ' Of the g«i««I exoeOenco 
of this Drama, Bfr. Verplanck jostly remarks, that ** there is no composition, of the 
same length, in the language, which has left more of its expressive f fc as e s, its moral afdior 
isms, its brief sentences, ciowded with meaning, fixed on the general nsMBOry, and em- 
bodied by dafly nse in every form of popular eloquence, aigament, and literatnre." 

Onr extracts, thoo^ necessarily brief, will be found to embody the piincipal stfiking 
baaifies of thistrnly impressive composition. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

VicEHTio, Duke of Vienna. 
AiresLO, lord deputy in the Duke's absence. \ 

EscALUS, an ancient lord, joined with Angelo in the deputaHon. \ 

Z/ULiTDio, a young gentleman. 
Lucio, a fantastic. 

Two other like gentlemen. \ 

Taertus, a gentleman, servant to the Duke. 
Provost. 

Thomas, Peter, two friars. 
A Justice. 

' Elbow, a simple constable. ] 

Froth, a foolish gentleman. 
Clown, servant to Mrs. Over-done. 
Abhorson, an executioner. 
Barnardine, a dissolute prisoner. 

Isabella, sister to Clandio. 

Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 

Jxtliet, beloved by Clandio. 

Francisoa, a nun. 

Mistress Over-done, t 

Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, Ojfficers, and other AttendanU, 

SCENE.— Vienna. 
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Tlw Duke of '^nna» detenninei to examine in peiMm, the oonditiaB of hii people. 
To do Uufeffeotntlly be pDrpoeei to zesign, for a pniod, hit govenunnit into the keeping 
of Ijoid Angelo, and Ewalni, and in disguise to mix with his subjects and leam th«<^r 
Motnal condition, and ascertain whether the laws are faithfoUy administered. 

ACT 1. 

SCENE I.— An Apartment in the Duke's Palace. 
Enter Duke, Escalxjs, Lords, and Attendants. 

Dvke, Escalns, — 

Escal My lord. 

Dvke. Of government the properties to unfold, 
Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse ; 
Since I am put to know, that your own science 
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice 
My strength can give you : Then no more remains 
But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is ahle. 
And let them work. The nature of our people, 
Our city's institutions, and the terms 
For common justice, you are as pregnant in. 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember : There is our commissiim, 
From which we would not have you warp. — Ca.. hither, 
I say, bid come before us Aneelo. — [Exit an Attendant 

What figure of us think you he will bear ? 
For you must know, we nave with special soui 
Elected him our absence to supply ; 
Lent him our terror, drest him with our love ; 
And given his deputation all the organs 
Of our own power : What think you of it ? 

Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo sudi ample grace and honor. 
It is lord Angelo. 

Enter Angelo. 

Duke, Look, where he comes. 

Ang. Always obedient to your grace's wiD, 
I come to know your pleasure. 

Duke, Angelo, 

There is a kind of character in thy life. 
That, to the observer, doth thy history 
Fully unfold : Thyself and thy belongings 
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste 
Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee. 
Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do ; 
Not light them for themselves : for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touchM. 
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But to fine issues : nor nature never lends 

The nnallest scruple of her excellence, 

Bat, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 

Herself the glory of a creditor, 

BoUi thuiks and use. But I do bend my speech 

To one that can my part in him advertise ; 

Hold therefore, Angelo ; 

In our remove, be thou at full onrself : — 

MortdHly emd mercy in Vienna 

live in thy tongue and heart : Escalus, 

Though first in question, is the secondary : 

Take thy commission. 

Ang. Now, good my lord, 

Let there be some more test made of my metal, 
Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp'd up(m it. 

Dvke* No more evasion : 

We have with a leaven'd and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honors. 
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition. 
That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion'd 
Matters of needful value. We shall write to yov. 
As time and our concemings shall importune. 
How it goes with us ; and do look to Know 
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well : 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your coinmissions. 

Ang. Yet, give leave, my lord, 

That we may bring you something on the way. 

Dvke. My haste may not admit it ; 
Nor need you, on mine honor, have to do 
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own : 
So to enforce, or qualify the laws 
As to your soul seems g jod. Give me your hand ; 
I'll privily away : I love the people. 
But do not like to stage me to their eyes : 
Though it do well, I So not relish well 
Their loud applause, and aves vehement : 
Nor do I think the man of safe discretion. 
That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 

Ang. The heavens give safety to your purposes I 

Escal. Lead forth, and bring you back in happiness. 

Duke. I thank you : Fare you welL 

Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to ^ve me leave 
To have free speech with you ; and it concerns mo 
To look into tlie bottom of my place : 
A power I have ; but of what strength and nature 
I am not yet instructed. 

Ang. 'Tis so with me : — ^Let us withdhiw together 
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ff And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Kscal, I'll wait upon your honor. \ExewnL 

The Dake proceeds to a Moaastery in the city, and asrames the dngofaw af a Fiiar 

SCENE.— A Monastery. 

Enter Duke, and Friar Thomas. 

Dvke, No ; holy father ; throw away that thought ; 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom: why I desire thee 
To give me secret harbor, hath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your grace speak of it ? 

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever lov'd the life removed ; 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies. 
Where youth, and costs, and witless bravery keeps. 
I have deliver'd to lord Angelo \ 
(A man of stricture, and finn abstinence,) 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he supposes me travell'd to Poland ; 
For so I have strew'd it in the common ear. 
And so it is receiv'd : Now, pious sir. 

You will demand of me, why I do this ? 
Fri. Gladly, my lord. 
Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting lawi» 

(The needful bits and curbs for headstrong steeds,} 

Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep 

Even like an o'ergrown lion in a cave. 

That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond fathers 

Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch, 

Only to stick it m their children's sight. 

For terror, not to use ; in time the rod 

Becomes more mock'd, than fear'd, so our decrees, 

Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 

And liberty plucks justice by the nose. 

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 

Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It rested on your grace 

To unloose this tied-up justice, when you pleas'd : • 

And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd, 

Than in Lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful : 

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people scope, 

*Twould be mv tyranny to strike and gall them 

For what I bid them do : For we bid this be done, 
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When evil deeds have theirjNBnnissiye pass, 

And not the punishment Therefore, indeed, my faAer, 

I have on Angelo impos'd the office ; 

Who may, in the amhush of my name, strilce home, 

And yet my nature never in the sight. 

To do it slander : And to behold his sway, 

I will, as 'twere a brother of your order, 

Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr'ythee 

Supply me with the habit, and instruct me 

How I may formally in person bear me 

Like a true friar. More reasons for this action, 

At our more leisure shall I render you ; 

Only, this one : — Lord Angelo is precise ; 

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses 

That his blood flows, or that his appetite 

Is more to bread than stone : Hence shall we m^ 

Tf power change purpose, what our seemers be. ^Ex^funi 

ACT II. 

Aiifdo mMamet the goTmiinant, with rigid mrtaUj ; he calb imU* enactm e nt, old 
laws, loDf disQMd, and makes oflfenders pay the ntoMst penalty for their Uansgresnona. 

Claadio, a profllfate yonng fentleman, ii oondemnod to death, under one of these in- 
vired laws. He prevails on his sister Isabella, a young novice, to leave the ckuster, vd 
go in person to Angelo, and endeavor to obtain a pardon from the Lord Deputy. 

SCENE.— A haU in Angelo's House. 
Enter Angelo, cmd Escalus. 

Ang. We must not make a scare-crow of the law. 
Sotting it up to fear the birds of prey. 
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

EscaL Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
Than fall, and bruise to death : Alas ! this gentleman. 
Whom I would save, had a most noble father. 
Lfet but your honor know, 
(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,) 
That, in the working of your own affections. 
Had time coher'd with place, or place with wishing 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attainM the effect of your own purpose. 
Whether you had not sometime in your life 
Err'd in this point which now you censure him. 
And pull'd the law upon you. 

Ang. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny. 
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The* jury, passing on the prisoner's life, 
IVlay, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they tiy : What's open made to justic6^ 
"That justice seizes. What know the laws, 
That thieves do pass on thieves ? 'Tis very pregnant, 
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it, 
Because we see it ; but what we do not see, 
^Ve tread upon, and never think of it 
You may not so extenuate his offence, 
"For I have had such faults : but rather tell me, 
^When I, that censure him, do so offend, 
IjOt mine own judgment pattern out my death. 
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 
'EscaL Be it as your wisdom will. 
Ang, Where is the provost ? 

Prov. Here, if it like your honor. 
Ang, See that Claudio 

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 
Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar'd ; 
For Qiat's the utmost of his pilgrimage. [Exii PiovosL 

Escal. Well, heaven forgive him ! and forgive us all ! 
Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall : 
Some run from brakes of vice, and answer none ; 
And some condemned for a fault alone. 

SCENE. — Another Room in the same. 
Enter Provost and a Servant. 

Serv, He's hearing of a cause ; he will come straight. 
Fll tell him of you. 

Prov, Ptay you do. — [Exit Servant.] — ^I'll know 
His pleasure ; may be, he will relent 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang, Now, what's the matter, provost ? 

Prov, Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow ? 

Ang. Did I not tell thee, yea ? hadst thou not order ? 
Why dost thou ask again ? 

Prov, Lest I might be too rash : 

Under your good correction, I have seen. 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 

Ang, Go to ; let that be mine : 

Do vou your office, or give up your place. 
And you shall well be spar'd. 

Re-enter Servant 

Serv, Here is the sister of the man condemn'd. 
Desires access to you. « 



878 SHAggPRARTAW EEADBft. 

Aug. Hath he a sister 7 

Pftw. Ay, my good lord; a very virtaous maid, 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood. 
If notaheady. 

Ang, Well, let her be admitted. {ExU Servmnli 

^ Enter Isabella. 

Prov. Save your honor ! 

Ang, Stay a little while. — [To Isab.] — You are wdoomfi' 
What> your will ? 

Isah. I am a woful suitor to your honor. 
Please but your honor hear me. 

Aug, Well, what's your suit ? 

IscSf, There is a vice, that most I do abhor. 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice ; 
For which I would not plead, but that I must ; 
For which I must not plead, but that I am 
At war, 'twixt will, and will not. 

Ang. Well; the matter? 

bob, I have a brother is condemned to die : 
I do beseech you, let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. 

Ang, Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it ! 
Why, every fault's condemn'd, ere it be done : 
Mine was the very cipher of a function. 
To find the faults, whose fine stands in record. 
And let go by the actor. 

Isab, O just, but severe law ! 

I had a brother then. — ^Must he needs die ? 

Anff. Maiden, no remedy. 

Isab, Yes ; I do think that you might pardon mm, 
And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at tne mercy. 

Ang-. I will not do't. 

Isab. But can you, if you would ? 

Anff. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 

Isab. But might you do't, and do the world no wrong, 
If so your heart were touch'd with that remorse 
As mine is to him ? 

Arts, He's sentenc'd ; 'tis too late. 

Isab. Too late ? why, no ; I, that do speak a word, 
May call it back again : Well, believe this. 
No ceremony that to great ones 'longs. 
Not the kinff's crown, nor the deputed sword. 
The marsiud's truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half so good a graces 
As mercy does. If he had been as you. 
And you as he, you would have slipt like him ; 
But he, like you, would not have been so stem. 

Ang, Pray you, begone. 
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Isab, I would to heaven I had your potency, 
A.nd you were Isabel : should it men be thus 7 
No ; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 
And what a prisoner. 

Ang, Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waste your words. 

Isab, Alas ! alas ! 

"V/'hy, all the souls that were, were forfeit once ; * 
And He that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy : How would you be. 
If he, which is the top of judgment, should 
Sut judge you as you are ? O, think on that ; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like num new made. 

Ang, Be you content, fair maid ; 

It is me law, not I, condemns your brother : 
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son. 
It should be thus with him ; — ^he must die to-morrow. 

Isab, To-morrow ? O, that's sudden ! Spare him, spare him: 
He's not prepar'd for death ! Even for our latchens 
We kill the fowl of season ; shall we serve heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gross selves ? Good, good my lord, bethink you : 
Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 
There's many have committed it. 

Ang, The law hath not been dead, though it hath slept : 
Those many had not dar'd to do that evil. 
If the first man that did the edict infringe. 
Had answer'd for his deed : now, 'tis awake ; 
Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils, 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv'd. 
And so in progress to be hatch'd and bom,} 
Are now to have no successive degrees, 
But, where they live, to end. 
Isab, Yet show some pity. 

Ang, I show it most of all, when I show justice 
For then I pity those I do not know. 
Which a dismiss'd offence would after ttslX ; 
And do him right, that, answering one roul wrong. 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied ; 
Your brother dies to-morrow ; be content. 

Isab, So you must be the first that gives this sentence; 
And he, tliat suffers : O, it is excellent 
To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous 
To use it wne a giant 
Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet. 
For every pelting, petty officer 
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Would use his heaven for thunder : nothing but thnnder.-^— - 
Merciful heaven ! 

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous boIt> 
Split'st the unwed^eable and gnarlea oak, 
Than the soft mvme ; — But man, proud man ! 
Drest in a little brief authority ; 
.Most ignorant of what he's most assur'd, 
^^lis glassy essence)^-like an angnr ape 
Inlays such fantastic tricks before hign heaven, 
As make the angels weep ; who, with our spleens, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 
We cannot weigh our brcSher with ourself : 
Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 
That in the captain's but a choleric word. 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 

Ang. Why do you put these sayings upon me ? 

Isab. Because authority, though it err ^e othersy 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 
That skins the vice o' the top : Go to your bosom ; 
Knock there ; and ask your heart, what it doth know 
That's like my brother's fault : if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his. 
Let it not souiid a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother's life. 

Ang, [Aside.] She speaks, and 'tis 
Such sense, that my sense breeds with it. ^Fare you welL 

Isab, Grentle my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I will bethink me : — Come again to-morrow. 

Isab. Hark, how I'll bribe you : Good my lord, turn beck. 

Ang. How ! bribe me ? 

Isab. Ay, with such gifts, that heaven shall share with yo«. 
Not with fond shekels of the tested cold. 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich, or poor. 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers. 
That sh^l be up at heaven, and enter Uiere, 
Ere sunrise : prayers from preserved souls. 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well : come to me 

To-morrow. 

Isab. Heaven keep your honor safe ! 
At what hour to-morrow 
Shall I attend your lordshi ^ ? 

Ang. At any time 'fore norau 

Is<ib. Save your honor ! [Exewt 
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ACT III. 

Isabdla Tisiti Angelo, at the time appointed, and lenews hn nit. The apparenUy 
■tom dkpMMer of Justice, mak^ dishonorable proposals to her, as the price of her 
lurother'i fife ; she indignantly repeh him ; and hastens to the prison where Clandio ii 
eoafined, to tell him that he most prepare for death. 

The Doke is made acquainted with Clandio's situation, and Tisiti him in his diif bIm 
sa a Friar. 

SCENE.— A Room in the Prison, 

Enter Ditee, Claudio, and Provost. 

Dvke, So, then you hope of pardon from lord Angelo ? 
Claud, The miserable have no other medicine^ 
But only hope : 
I have hope to live, and am prepar'd to die. 

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death, or life. 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life^— 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art, 
(Servile to all the skiey influences,} 
That dost this habitation, where thou keep'st, 
Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death's fool ; 
For him thou labor'st bv thy flight to shun. 
And yet run'st toward him still : Thou art not noUo, 
For all the acconmiodations that thou bear'st, 
Are nurs'd by baseness : Thou art by no means valiant ; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm : Thy best of rest is sleep. 
And that thou oft provok'st ; yet ^ossly fear'st 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself; 
For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust : nappy thou art not : 
For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forget'st : Thou art not certain ; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects. 

After the moon : If thou art rich, uiou art poor; 

For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows, 

Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey. 

And death unloads thee : 

Thou hast nor youth, nor age ; 

But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep, 

Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth 

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 

Of palsied eld; and when thou art old, and rich, 

Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor heaxitjf 

To make thy riches pleasant What's yet in this, 

That bears the name of life "> Yet in this life 
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Lie hid more thouBond deaths : yet death we fear, 
That makes these odds all even. 

Claud, I humhly thank yon 

To sue to live, I find, I seek to die ; 
And, seeking death, find life : Let it comj on. 

Enter Isabella. 

Tsab, What, ho ! • Peace here ; grace and good company ! 

Prov, Who's there 7 come in : the wish deserves a welcomau 

Duke, Dear sir, ere long 111 visit you again. 

Claud. Most holy sir, I thank yon. 

Isab, My business is a word or two with Claudio. 

Prov, And very welcome. Look, signior, here's your sister. 

Duke, Provost, a word with you. 

Prov, As many as you please. 

Duke. Bring them to speak, where I mav be conc^'a, 
Yet hear them. [Exeuvl Duke and Provott 

Claud, Now sister, what's the comfort ? 

Isab, Why, as all comforts are ; most good indeed. 
Lord Angelo, having afiairs to heaven, 
Intends you for his swift embassador. 
Where you shall be an everlasting lieger ; 
Therefore your best appointment make with speed ; 
To-morrow you set on. 

Claud, Is there no remedy ? 

Isab. None, but such remedy, as, to save a head. 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Isab, Yes, brother, you may live ; 
There is a devilish mercy in the judge. 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life. 
But fetter you till death. 

Claud, Perpetual durance ? 

Iscib, Av, just perpetual durance ; a restraint, 
Though all the world's vastidity you had. 
To a determin'd scope. 

Claud, But in what nature 7 

Isab. In such a one as (you consenting to't) 
Would bark your honor from that trunk you bear 
And leave you naked. 

Claud.- Let me know the point. 

Isab, O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake, 
Lest thou a feverish life should'st entertain. 
And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honor. Dar'st tnou die 7 
The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 
And the poor beetle that we tread upon. 
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great, 
As when a giant dies. 



MSASITBB FOE MEASUBB. 

Claud. Why give you me this ahame t 

Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 
I will encounter darkness as a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. 

Isiib, There spake my brother ; there my father's graw 
Did utter forth a vwce ! Yes, thou must die : 
Thou art too noble to conser\»e a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,— 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth 1' the head, and follies doth enmew, 
As falcon doth the fowl, — ^is yet a devil. 

Claud, The princely Angelo ? 
O heavens ! it cannot be. 

Isab, O, were it but my life, 
I'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 

Claud, Thanks, dear Isabella. 

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 
Claud. Q Isabel ! 
Isab. What says my brother ? 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing • 

Isab. And shamed life a hateful. 
Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot ; 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ; 
To be imprison'd in the viewless winds. 
And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! — 'tis too horrible ! 
The weariest and most loathed worldly life, 
That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To wliat we fear of death. 
Isab. Alas ! alas ! 

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother's life. 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far. 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Isab. O, faithless coward ! O, dishonest wretch 
Take my defiance : 

Die ; perish ! might but my bending down 
ReprievQ thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 
111 pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 
No word to save theq. 



884 8HAXSPBAEIAH EEADBK. 

Claud. Nay, hear me, LsabeL 
bob. O, fye, fye, fye ! 

Tis best that thou diest quickly. [Gcntg-. 

TIm l>sk« ovarfaMiy tlw comrtnaikm betweoi Cteudio and hk arter, maA toffcrf 
with Um nitm md digaity of ImImI's ehaneter, he pbat a wodB by which ClaadiB 
wtMj Mcspe tht pwMfy of tho Law, and Aafeio ihaH loosivo a woB iirifed | 
fcr hh a bo<i of pow. • 
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KING JOHN. 



KiBf John* is the fine of that wriet of Dramas, writtoi by o«r Poet to iDiutiate toot 
•C the most important erenti in English history. Tlie old ohroniolen fonUshed him 
with abundant material for his labors ; bnt in this Play lie has taken a chnmicle 
hisloiical Drama, entitled " The Troablesome Raigne of John, King of England/ 
and by his incomparable powers of transmutation, he has presented ns with a vivid 
Kfe-fltirring piotore of the eventful reign of this, one of the weakest monarohs that ever 
■wayed the sceptre of England. 

The ohtsf interest in this Drama, is oentred in the events connected with the Ladf 
OMstanoe and her son Arthur ; we have therefore confined our selections to the scenes in 
whMi their mournful history is portrayed. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

&IN« John. 

PuHCB Hbnrt, his son ; afterwards King Henry m. 

Akthub, Duke of Bretagne, son of Gcffi-ey, laU Duke o/Bre- 

tagne, the elder brother of Kiag John. 
William Mareshall, Earl of Pembroke. 
Geffrbt Fitz- Peter, Earl of Essex, chief Justiciary of England. 
Willloi Lonosword, Earl of Salisbtuy. 
Robert Bigot, Earl of Norfolk. 
Hubert db Burgh, chamberlain to the King. 
Robert Faulconbridgb, son of Sir Robert Fanlconbridge. 
Philif Faulconbridgb, his half-brother, illegitimate son to King 

Richard the First. 
James Gurnet, servant to Lady Fanlconbridge. 
Peter, of Pomfret, a prophet, 
Philip, King of France. 
Lewis, the Dauphin. 
Abchdukb of Austbia. 
Cardinal Pandxtlph, the Pope*s legate. 
18 ' 
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Mkluh, m Frendi lord. 

Chatillon, ambassador Jnm France to King J<^m. 

£Liiioft, lAe widow of King Henry II., and mother of Kmg Jotat 

CoHSTiNCB, mother to Arthur. 

BLAJfCH, daughter to Alphonso, King of Casdle, and viece to 

King John. 
Lady FAULOoirBSiDeB. 
Lords, Ladies, Citizens of Angiers, Sheriff, Heralds, Qfieen, 

Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants, 
SCENE.— iS9iiiett/iie« in Enqulnd, and sometim s in Frabci. 



ACT m. 

We eoBUBeiiee our eztncts at the period when Kief Joha inyadei Fraaoe viti a 
•nmeioiu army, to ehastiie Philip for eapoasiiif the came of PHmo Aitkv, the i%hcfiil 
Mr to the En^kh throne. 

The ooateadinf anniet of Enshuid and France, meet befbn the eitj of Aafiaa ; tai 
after a battle, in which each party daimt the Tietory, a peaee b deolaied hetw ee n tha 
SoTereignt. to be cemented by the mairiage of the French Kfaif't iob. Id Blanch, tha 
•iace of John. Philip faxther enfaget to braek hit leagne widi the Lady OoutaMc^ md 
bar ton. The indifnation and grief of the widowed mother, ii beaatif ally dopiotBd in Ifai 
Mlowinf I 



SCENE ^Ahgieb*. The French King's Tha, 

Enter Covstakce, Abthur, and Salisbury. 

Const, Gone to be married ! gone to swear a peace ! 
False blood to false idood joinM ! Gone to be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch ? and Blanch those provinces t 
It is not so ; thou hast misspoke, misheard ; 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again : 
It cannot be ; diou dost but sav, 'tis so : 
I trust, I may not trust thee ; lor thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 
I have a king's oath to the contnuy. 
Thou shalt he punish'd fovthus fiigfating me» 
For I am sick, and capable of fears ; 
Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of feaif 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 
A woman, naturally bom to fears ; 
And though thou now confess, thou didst but jeit» 
With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce, 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head t 
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Why dost thou look so sadly oti my son ? 
What means that hand upon that toreast of thine ! 
^Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Xike a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 
Be these sad signs confinners of thy words ? 
Then speak again ; not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal, As true, as, I believe, you think them false, 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Const. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter so, 
As doth the fury of two desperate men, 
Which, in the very meeting, fall, and die. — 
Lewis marry Blanch ! O, boy, then where art them ? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me ?-» 
Fellow, begone ! I cannot brook thy sight ; 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done, 
But spoke the harm that is by others done ? 

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is. 
As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

Arth. I do beseech you, madam, be content 

Const, If thou, that bid'st me be content, were grinii 
Full of unpleasing blots, and sightless stains, 
Lame, foolish, crook'd, swart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content ; 
For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 
But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee ^eat : 
Of nature's gifts thou may'st with lilies Doast, 
And with the half-blown rose : but fortune, O t 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee ; 
She adultei»tes hourly with thine uncle John ; 
And with her golden nand hath pluck'd on France 
To tread down fair riespect of sovereignty. 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone. 
And leave these woes alone, which I alone. 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal. Pardon me, madam, 

I may not jto without you to the kings. 

Const. Thou may'st, thou shalt, I vdll not go with theos 
I mil instruct my sorrows to be proud : 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout 
To me, and to the state of my great grief. 
Let kings assemble, for my grief's so great. 
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That no supporter but the huge finn earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrow sit ; 
Here is my throne, lid kings come bow to it 

[She throws herself €m the ground, 

Enter King Johh, King Phjuf, Lewis, Blanch, Eunok, Faul- 
CONBRIDGE. AusTKiA, and Attendants. 

K, Phi, Tis true, fair daughter ; and this blessed day. 
Ever in France shall be kept festii^ : 
To solemnize this day, the glorious sun 
Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist ; 
Turning, with splendor of has precious eye. 
The meam cloddy earth to glittering gold : 
The yearly course, that brings this day about, 
Shall never see it but a holyday. 

Const, A wicked day, and not a holyday ! — [Ami^. 

What hath this day deserv'd ? what hath it done : 
That it in golden letters should be set. 
Among the high tides, in the calendar ? 
Nay, neither, turn this day out of the week ; 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end ; 
Yet, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K, Phi, By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawn'a to you my majesty ? 

Const, You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit 
Resembling majesty ; which, being touch'd, and tried. 
Proves valueless : i ou are forsworn, forsworn ; 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood, 
But now in arms, you strengtlien it with yours : 
The grappling vigor and rough frown of war. 
Is coM in amity and painted peace, 
And our oppression nath made up this league :— 
Arm, arm, you heavens, agamst these perjured kings I 
A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens ! «^ 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset, 
Set armed discord 'twixt these perjur'd kings! 
Hear me, O, hear me ! 

AusU Lady Constance, peace. 

Ccmst, War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me a war. 
O lijnnoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil : Thou slave, thou wretch, thou cowaid \ 
Thou little vatiant, great in villany ! 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 
Thou fortune's champion, that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! Thou cold-blooded slave, 
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Hast taoa not spoke like thunder on my side ? 
Seen sworn my soldier ? bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ? 
^nd dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for sliame, 
And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs. 

Aust. O, that a man should speak those words to me ! 

JPattZ. And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs, 

Aust Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy life. 

Faul, And hang a calfs-skin on those recreant limbs. 
. K. John. We l£e not this ; thou dost forget thyself, 

Enter Pandulph. 

K, Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 

Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven I 
To thee, king John, my holy errand is. 
I, Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal. 
And from pope Innocent the legate here. 
Do, in his name, religiously demand. 
Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 
So wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce, 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen arcnbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? 
This, in our 'foresaid holy father's name. 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

K. John. What earthly name to interrogatories, 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king ? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale ; and from the moutn of Englard, 
Add thus much more, — ^That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions ; 
But as we under heaven are supreme head, 
So, under him, that great supremacy. 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart, 
To him, and his usurp'd authority. 

K. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme in this. 

K. John. Though you, and all the kings of Christendom 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest, 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out ; 
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself; 
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led. 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue rJierish ; 
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Yet I, alone, alone do me expose 

Against the pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pajhi, Then by the lawful power that I have^ 
Thoa shalt stand curs'd, and ezcommnnicate : 
And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic ; 
And meritorious shall that hand be call'd, 
Canonlz'd, and worshiped as a saint, 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const, O, lawful let it be, 

That I have room with Rome to curse awhile ! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen. 
To my keen curses : for, witJiout my wrong. 
There is no ton^e hath power to curse him ri|^t 

Pcmd, There^s law and warrant, lady, for my cwfie. 

Const, And for mine too ; when law can do no rigbtt 
Let it be lawful, that law bar no wrong : 
Law cannot mve my child his kingdom here ; 
For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law : 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong, 
How can the law forbid my Umgue to curse ? 

Pond, Philip of France, on peril of a curse. 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 
4nd raise the power of France upon his head, 
Jnless he do submit himself to Rome. 

Eli, Look'st thou pale, France ? do not let go thy 

Aust, King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

K. John, Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal ? 

Const, What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 

K, Phi, Good reverend father, make my person yomib 
Aisd tell me, how you would bestow yourself. 
l*his royal hand and mine are newly knit : 
And shall these hands, so lately purg'd of blood. 
So newly joined in love, so strong in both, 
Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet ? 
Play fieist and loose with faith 7 so jest with heaveii» 
Make such unconstant children of ourselves, 
As now again to snatch our palm from palm ; 
Unswear &ith sworn ; and on the marriage bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host. 
And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity ? O holy sir. 
My reverend father, let it not be so : 
Out of your ^ce, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order ; and then we shall be blees'i 
To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

Parld, All form is formless, order orderless. 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
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Therefore, to anns, be champion of our church ! 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 
A mother's curse, on her revoltiug son. 
France, thou may'st hold a serpent by the tongue, 
A caned lion by the mortal paw, 
A fasting tiger safer by the tooUi, 
Than keep in peace tlmt hand which thou dost hold. 
K, Phi, I may disjoin my hand, but not my faitlu 
Pand, So makest thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, set'st oath to oath. 
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first he to heaven perform'd ; 
That is, to be the champion of our churcn ! 
But, if not, then know. 
The peril of our curses light on thee ; 
So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off. 
But, in despair, die under their black weight. 
Avst, Rebellion, fiat rebellion ! 
Favl. Will 't not be ? 

Will not a calf 's-skin stop that mouth of thine ? 
Lew, Father, to arms ! 

Blanch, Upon thy wedding day t 

Against the blood that thou hast married ? 
O husband, hear me ! — even for that name, 
- Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

CoTtst, O, upon my knee, 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee. 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Fore-thought by heaven. 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love ; What motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ? 

Const, That which upholdeth him that thee upholds,' 
His honor : O, thine honor, Lewis, thine honor ! 
Lew, I muse, your majesty doth seem so cold, 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 
Parid, I will denounce a curse upon his head. 
K, Phi, Thou shalt not need : England, 111 fall from thee. 
Const. O fair return of banish'd majesty ! 
Eli, O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 
K, John, France, thou shalt rue this hour withm this hour. 
Blanch, The sun's Vercast with blood : Fair day, adieu? 
Which is the side that I must go withal ? 
I am v(dth both : each army hath a hand ; 
And, in their rage, I having hold of both. 
They whirl asunder, and dismember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'st win ; 
Unde, I needs must pray that thou may'st lose 
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Fttther, I may not wish tbe fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive. 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 
Assured loss, before the match be pla/d 

Lew. Lady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanch There where my fortune lives, there my life dies. 

K. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance together. — 

[Exil Fauu 
France, I am bum'd up with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage, whose heat hath this condition, 
lliat nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood, and dearest valu'd blood, of France. 

K. PhL Thy ra^e shall bum thee up, and thou shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our mood shall quench that fire : 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he uiat threats. — ^To arms let's hie I 

[ExeunL 

A battle auoet between the Fiendi and Engliib foroet, uid Artlmr k taken primm»t 
byKinf John. 

SCENE. — Plains near Angiers. 

Alarums ; Excursions ; Retreat. Enter KmG Jomr, ElooRj Ar- 
thur, Faulconbridge, Hubert, and Lords. 

K. John, So shall it be ; your grace shall stay behind, 

iTo Eldtor. 
'o Arthur. 
Thy granckm loves thee ; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thv father was. 

Arih. O, this will make my mother die with grief 

K. John. Cousin, — [to Faulconbridge.] — away for England 
haste before : 
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprison'd angels 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hmmry now be fed upon : 
Use our commission in its utmost force. 

FavJ. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back, 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your highness : — Grandam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy,) 
For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand. 

Eli. Farewell, my gentle cousin. 

K. John. Coz, farewell. [Exit FAULOONBRmGBi 

Eli. Coml3 hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 

[She takes Arthur aside, 

K. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much ; witiiin this wall of flesh 
There is a soul, counts thee her creditor, 
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And with advantage means to {)ay thy love : 
And, my good friend, thy volontary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 
Sut I will fit it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashara'd 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 
Hub» 1 am much bounden to your majesty. 
IT. John, Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet: 
But thou shalt have : and creep time ne'er so slow. 
Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say, — ^But let it go : 
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds. 
To give me audience : — ^If the midnight bell 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one ujito the mrowsy race of night; 
If this same were a church-yard where we stand, 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 
Or if that surly spbit, melancholy. 
Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, thick ; 
(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes, 
And strain tl^ir cheeks to idle merriment, 
A passion hateful to my purposes ;) 
Or if that thou could'st see me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, usin^ conceit alone. 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ^ 
Then, in despite of brooded, watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 
But ah, I will not : — ^Yet I love thee well ; 
And, by my troth, I think, thou lov'st me well. 

Hub, So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act, 
By heaven, I'd do't. 

K, John. Do not I know, thou woukPst 9 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy ; I'll tell thee what, my friend, 
He is a very serpent in my way : 
And, wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread. 
He lies before me : Dost thou understand me t 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hvb, And I will keep him 00, 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 
K, John, Death. 
Hub, My lord ? 

K. John, A grars. 
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Hvib^ He shall not live. 

JL John, EnoQgli. 

I eoold be merry now : Habert, I love thee. 
Well, m not say what I intend for thee : 

Remember. Madam, fare you well : 

m send those powers o'er to your majesty. 

EIL My blessing go with thee ! 

K. Johru For England, cousin, go : 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty, — On toward Calais, ho ! * [Elxeuiil 

SCENE.— 7^ French King's Teni. 
Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulfh, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scatter'J and disjoin'd from fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go well. 

K, Phi. What can go well, when we have run so ill ? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers lost ? 
Arthur ta'en prisoner ? divers dear friends slain : 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'erbearing interruption, spite of France ? 

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 
So hot a speed with such advice disposM, 
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 
Doth want example : Who hath read, or heard. 
Of any kindred action like to this ? 

K. Phi. Well could I bear that England had this pnuse^ 
80 we could find some pattern of our shame. 

Enter Constance. 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul ; 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will, 
Tn the vile prison of afilictea breath : — 
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace ! 

K. Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle Constance I 

Const. No, I defy S\ counsel, all redress. 
But that which endis all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death : — O amiable, lovely death ! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night. 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity, 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 
Come, grin on me ; and I will think thou smil'st. 
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love, 
O, come to me ! 

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace. 

CSonst. No, no, will not, having breath to cry :— 
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O, that my tonpue were in the thunder's mouth I 
Then with a passion would I shake the world ; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy, 
Which cannot hear a lady'a feeble voice, 
Which scorns a modem invocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not scmnr* 

Const, Thou art not holy to belie me so ; 
I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ; 
My name is Constance ; I was Gefirey's wife-, 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 
I am not mad ; — ^T would to heaven I were t 
For then, 'tis like I should forget myself: 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget !— 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 
And thou shalt be canoniz'd, cardinal ; 
For, being not mad, but sensible of grief, 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver'd of these woes. 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself: 
If I were mad, I should forget my son ; 
I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses : 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Const. To England, if you will. 

K. Phi. Bind up your hain. ^ 

Const. Yes, that I will ; And wherefore will I dj itt 
I tore them from their bonds ; and cried aloud, 

that these hands covM so redeem my son. 
As they have given these hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty. 

And will again commit them to their bonds. 

Because my poor child is a prisoner.— 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say. 

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven; 

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For, since the birth of Cain, the first male child, 

To him that did but yesterday suspire. 

There was not such a gracious creature bom 

But now will canker sorrow eat my bud, 

And chlise the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 

And so he'll die ; and, rising so again. 

When I shall meet higi in Uie court of heaven 

1 shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my piitty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 
CoTist. He talks to me, that never had a son. 
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K* PkL Yon are as fond of giief, as of your cliBd. 

Const, Grief fills the room up of my absent ^iid, 
lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts. 
Stufib out his vacant garments with his form ; 
Then, have I reason to beyond of grief. 
Fare you well : had you such a loss as I, 

I could give better comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this form upon my bead, 

[Tearinffcffkerhead--dr^9 
When there is such disorder in mv wit. 
O lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my mir son ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure ! [ExtL 

K. Pku I fear some outrage, and I'll follow her. [Exit 



ACT IV. 

Artiiv is oolEveyed to England, where he is imprisoned m NOTthamptOB Castb 
Habert u appointed his keeper, with instractions from King John to find some meatts 
saeietly, to deprive the yonng Prince of his life. 

SCENE I.— Northampton. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Hubert, and Ttoo Attendants. 

Hub. Heat me these irons hot ; and, look thou stand 
Within the arras : when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth : 
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me. 
Fast to the chair : be heeaful : hence, and watch. 

1st Attend. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 

Hub. Uncleanly scruples ! Fear not you : Look to't 

[Exeunt Attendanta. 
Young lad, come forth ; 1 have to say with you. 

Enter ARTifOTu 

Arth Good morrow, Hulbert. 

Hub. Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth. As little prince (having so great a title 
T6 be more prince) as may be. You are sad. 

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Arth. Mercy on me ! 

Methmks, nobody should be sad but I : 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, ^^ 

Young gentlemen would be as sad as mght, ^' 
Only for wantonness. By my christenflb^ 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 
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i should be as merry as the day is long; 
And so I would be iiere, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me : 
He is afraid jof me, and I of him : 
Is it mv fault that I was Gefftey's son ? 
No, indeed, is't not ; And, I would to heaven, 
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead ; 
Therefore I will be sudden and dispatch. [Asida 

Arth, Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to-day : 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick ; 
That I might sit all night, and watch with you : 
I warrant, I love you more than you do me. 

Hub, His words do take possession of my bosmn.— Read here, 
young Arthur. — [Showing a paper.] — ^How now, fodish iheum ! 

[Aside, 
Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 
I must be brief; lest resolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears.— 
Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect : 
Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes ? 
Hvb, Young boy, I must. 
Arih, And will you ? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart ? When your head did but aehey 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The best I had, a princess wrought it for me,) 
And I did never ask it you again : 
And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time ; 
Sajdnff, What lack you ? and. Where lies your grief ? ' 
Or, what good love may I perform for you ? 
Many a poor man's son would have lain still. 
And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you ; 
But you at your sick service had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love. 
And call it cunning ; Do, an if you will : 

If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill, t^f- 

Why, then you must. — Will you put out mine eyes ? 
These eyes, that never did, nor never shaU, 
So much as frown on you ? 

Hub. ' I have sworn to do it; 

And with hot irons must I bum them out. 

Arth. Ah, none, bufin this iron age, would do it ! 
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot. 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears, 
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And quench his fiery indignation, 
Even in the matter of mine innocence : 
Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer'd iron ? 
An if an angel should have come to me, 
And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believ'd no tongue, but Hubert's. 
Hub. Come forth. {Stampi 

Re-enter Attendants, toith cords, irons, <f«. 

Do as I bid you do. 

Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes are ont> 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bmd him here. 

Artii, Alas, what need you be so b(Hsterous-rough ? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
For heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not be bound ! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive these men away. 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 
1 will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a w<»d. 
Nor look upon the iron angerly : 
Thrust but these men away, and I'll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hvh. Go, stand within ; let me alone with him. 

15/ Attend, I am best pleas'd to be from such a deed. 

[Elxeunt Attendants. 

Arth. Alas ! I then have chid away my friend ; 
He hath a stem look, but a gentle heart : — 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself. 

Arth. .Is there no remedy ? 

Hub, None, but to lose yom* eyes. 

Arth. O heaven ! — ^that there were but a mote in yours, 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'ring hair. 
Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 
Then, feeling what small things are boist'rous there. 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hu^. Is this your promise ? go to, hold your tongue, 
r Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert ! 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue. 
So I may keep mine eyes ; O, spare mine eyes ; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you ! . 
Lo, by mv troth, the instrument is cold. 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 
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Arth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
In undeserv'd extremes : See else yourself; 
There is no malice in this burning coal ; 
The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out, 
And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub, But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 
Arth, And if you do, you will but make it blush. 
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert : 
Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes ; 
And, like a dog that is compelPd to fight. 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 
All things, that you should use to do me wrong, 
Deny their office : only you do lack 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron extends, 
Creatures of note, for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hub. Well, see to live, I will not touch thine eyes. 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes : 
Yet T am sworn, and I did purpose, boy. 
With this same very iron to bum them out 

Arlh, O, now you look like Hubert ! ^ 

You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu* 

Your uncle must not know but you are dead : 
I'll fill these dogged spies with false reports. 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure. 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world. 
Will not offend thee. 
Arth. O heaven ! — ^I thank you, Hubert 

Hub. Silence ; no more : Go closely in with me. 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. [Sxeunt. 

King John is crowned the second time, in hopes to give assonuiee, by this doubk 
eoronation, of his title to the English crown. The Nobles and People are disaffected, 
and Philip breaks the league, and prepares to invade England. John, alarmed at his 
position, repents of his conduct towards yoong Arthnr, and accuses hii confidant, Hubert, 
with tempting him to accede to the murder. 

^CENE 11— A Room of State in the Palace. 

' Enter King Johit, croumed ; Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lorda 
The Kino takes his State. 

K, John, Here once again we sit, once again crown'd, 
And look'd upon, I hope, with cheeriful eyes. 

Pern. This once again, but that your highness pleas'd, 
Was once superfluous : you were crown'd before. 
And tliat high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off; 
The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt ; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land, 



400 SHAKSPEABIAM BBADBR. 

With any long'd-for change, or bettor state. 

Sal, Therefore, to be possess'd with doable poiiH^ 
To guard a title that was rich before, 
To ffUd refined sold, to paint the lily. 
To Uirow a pertome on the violet, 
To smooth toe ice, or add another hne 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beaateons eye of heaven to garoisli, 
Is wasteful, and ridiculoas excess. 

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told ; 
And, in the last repeating, troublesome. 
Being urged at a time nnseasonaUe. 

SaL In this, the antique and well-noted fiice 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 
And, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 
It makes the course of thou^ts to fetch about ; 
Startles and frights consideration ; 
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected. 
For putting on so new a fashion'd robe. 

Pern, When workmen strive to do better than welly 
They do confound their skill in covetousness : 
And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault, 
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 
As patches, set upon a little breach. 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault. 
Than did the fault before it was so patch'd. 

Sal. To this eflect, before you were new-crown'd, 
We breath'd our counsel : but it pleas'd your highnen 
To overbear it ; and we are all well pleas'd ; 
Since all and every part of what we would. 
Doth make a stand at what your highness will. 

K,J6hn. Some reascms of this double coronation 
I have possessed you with, and think them strong ; 
And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear^ 
I shall indue you with : Meantime, but ask 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well ; 
And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pern. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of these 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts,) 
Both for myself and them, (but, chief ^f all. 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies,) heartily request 
The enfranchisement of Arthur : whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent. 
To break into this dangerous argument, — 
If, what in rest you have, in right you hold, 
Why then your fears, (which, as they say, attend 
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The steps of wrong,) should move you to mew up 
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit, 
That you have bid us ask his liberty ; 
Which for our goods we do no further ask, 
That whereupon our wed, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal, he have his liberty. 

K.John, Let it be so ; I do commit this youth 

Enter Htjbebt. 

To your direction. — ^Hubert, what news with you ? 
Pern. This is the man should do the bloody deed* 
He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine : 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast ; 
And I do fearfully believe, 'tis done. 
What we so fear^d he had a charge to do. 

Sal, The color of the king dom come and go, 
Between his purpose and his conscience. 
Like heralds twixt two dreadful battles set : 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pern, And, when it breaks, I fear, will issue thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

jBT. John, We cannot hold mortality's strong hand :— 
Great lords, although my will to give is living. 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead: 
He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night. 

Sal, Indeed, we fear'd his sickness was past cure. 
Pern, Indeed, yre heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 
This must be answer'd, either here, or hence. 

K. John, Why do you bend such solemn brows on me ? 
Think you, I bear the shears of destiny ? 
Have I commandment on the pulse of hfe ? 

Sal, It is apparent foul-play ; and 'tis shame, 
That greatness should so grossly offer it : 
So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell. 

Pern, Stay yet, lord Salisbury ; I'll go with thee, 
And find the inheritance of this poor cmld, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood, which ow'd the br^th of all this isle, 
Three foot of it doth hold : Bad world the while ! 
This must not be thus borne : this v\dll break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubt. [Exeunt Lords. 

K. John. They bum in indignation ; I repent ; 
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There is no sure foundation set on blood ; 
No certain life achiev'd by others' death. 

Enter a Messenger. 

A fearftil eye thou hast ; Where is that blood, 

That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 

Pour down thy weather : — ^How goes all in Prance ? 

Mess. From France to England. — Never such a power 
For any foreign preparation, 
Was levied in the body of a land ! 
The copy of your speed is learned by them ; 
For, when you shomd be told they do prepare, 
The tidings come, that they are all arriv'd. 

K, John. O, where hath our intelligence been drunk f 
Where hath it slept ! Where is my mother's care ? 
That such an army could be drawn m France, 
And she not hear of it ? 

Mess. My liege, her ear 

Is stopp'd with dust ; the fist of April, died 
Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my lord, 
The lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before : but this from rumor's Umgae 
I idly heuxl ; If true, or false, I know not. 

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleas'd 
My discontented peers ! — ^my mother dead ? 

Hub. My l<»d, they say, five moons were seen to-ni|^s 
Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wondrous motion. 

K. John. Five moons ? 

Hub. • Old men, and beldams, in the streetsi 

Do prophesy upon it dangeroudiy ; 
Young Arthurs death is common in their mouths : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads. 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 
And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrist; 
Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action. 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes, 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 
The whilst his iron did on the anvH cool. 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news ; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand. 
Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,) 
Told of a many thousand warlike fVench, 
That were embattailled and rank'd in Kent : 
Another lean unwash'd artificer 
Cuts ofi" his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
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K. John. Why seek'st thou to possess me with these fears'? 
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death ? 
Thy hand hath murder'd him : I had uiighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 

Mub. Had none, my lord ! why, did you not provoke me ? 

K. John, It is the curse of kings, to b^ attended 
By slaves, that take their humors for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life ; 
And, on the winking of authority. 
To understand a law ; to know the meamng 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humor than advis'd respect. 

Hub, Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 

K. John, O, when the last account 'twixt heaven and earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation ! 
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds, 
Makes deeds ill done ! Hadst not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and signM to do a deed of shame, 
This murder had not come into my mind : 
But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect, 
Findhig thee fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, liable, to be employ'd in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death ; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub, My lord, 

K, John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made a pause 
When I spake darkly what I purposed ; 
Or turned an eye of doubt upon my face. 
And Wd me tell my tale in exp^s words : ^ 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off. 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me : 
But thou didst understand me by my signs, 
And didst in signs again parley with sin ; 
Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent,. 
And consequently, thy rude hand to act 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name: — 
Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 
My nobles leave me ; and my state is brav'd. 
Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers : 
Nay, in the tody of this fleshly land. 
This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 
Hostility and civic tumult reigns 
Between my conscience, and my cousin's death. 

Hub, Arm you against your other enemies, 
I'll make a peace betwixt your soul and yon. 
Young Arthur is alive : This hand of mine, 
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Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimson spots of blood 

Within this bosom never enter'd yet 

The dreadful notion of a mordVons thought, 

And you have slander'd nature in my form : 

Which howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 

Tmn to be butcher of an innocent child. 

jr. John. Doth Arthur live ? O, haste thee to the peera. 
Throw this report on their incensed rage. 
And make them tame to their obedience ! 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind. 
And foul imaginary eyes of flood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art. 
O, answer not ; but to my closet bring 
The angry lords, with all expedient haste : 
T c6njure thee but slowly ; run more fast. lExevnU 

SCENE III.— TAe same. Before the CasOe. 
Enter Arthur on the walU, 

Arih. The wall is high ; and yet will I leap down :— 
Good ^und, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! — 
There^ few, or none, do know me ; if they did, 
This ship-boy's semblance hath disguis'd me quite. 
I am afraid ; and yet I'll venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
I'll find a thousand shifts to get away : 

As good to die, and go, as die, and stay. [Leaps down, 

O me ! my uncle's spirit is in these s^nes : — 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones ! lDie», 

Enter Pembroke, Saxisbtjry and Bigct. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Edmund's Bury : 
It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle ofier of the perilous time. 

Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? 

Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France ; 
Whose private with me, of the dauphin's love, 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 

Sal. Or rather then set forward : for 'twiU be 
Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet. 

^ Enter Faitlconbridge. 

FaiU. Once more to-day well met, distemper'd lords ! 
The king by me, requests your presence straight 
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Sal. The king hath dispossess'd himself of us ; 
We will not line his thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honors, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where'er it walks : 
Return, and tell him so ; we know the worst 

Faul. Whate'er you think, good words, I think, were best. 

Scd, Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 

FauL But there is little reason in your grief ; 
Therefore, 'twere reason, you had manners now. 

Pern, Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 

Favl. 'Tis true ; to hurt his master, no man else. 

Sal, This is the prison : What is he lies here ? 

{Seeing ARTsanL 

Pern. O death, made proud with pure and princely beauty ! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done, 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge. 

Big. Or, when he doom'd this iSawty to a grave. 
Pound it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think. 
Or do you almost think, although you see, 
That you do see ? could thought, without this object, 
Form such another ? this is the very top. 
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest. 
Of murder's arms : this is the bloodiest shame, 
The wildest savag'ry, the vilest stroke. 
That ever wall-eye'd wrath, or staring rage, 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 

Pern. All murders past do stand excus'd in this : 
And this so sole, and so unmatchable, 
Shall give a holiness, a purity, 
To the yet-unbeffotten sin of times ; 
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Ezampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Faid. It IS a cursed and, a bloody work ; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand. 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ?^ 
We had a kind of light, what would ensue : 
It is the shameful work of Hubert's band : 
The practice, and the purpose, of the king :— 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul. 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life, 
And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow, 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight. 
Nor conversant with <5ase and idleness, 
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Tni I have set a glory to this hand, 
Byjpving' it the worship of revenge. 
Fern. D%g. Our souls religiously confirm thy wcmls. 

Enter Hubeet. 

Kxih Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you 
Artnnr doth live ; the king hath sent for you. 

Bah O, he is bold, and blushes not at death : — 
Avaunt, thou hateful villam, get thee gone ! 

Hub, I am no villain. 

So/. Must I rob the law ? {Brawvng his nr«ni 

Foul, Your sword is bright, sir ; put it up again. 

Hub. Stand back, lord ^lisbury, stand back, I say ; 
By heaven, I think, my sword's as sharp as yours : 
I would not have you, lord, forget vourself, 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness, aM nobility. 

B\g. Out, dunghill! dar'st thou brave a nobleman ? 

Ihib, Not for my life ; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 
. SaZ. Thou art a murderer. 

Hvib, Da not prove me so ; 

Yet, I am none : Whose tongue soe'er speaks false, 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. ^ 

Fern, Cut him to pieces. 

Faul, Keep the peace, I say. 

Bal, Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faukonbridge. 

Faul. Thou wert better ^dl the devil, Salisbury : 
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot, 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
ni strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime. 

JBt^. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge f 
Second a villain and a murderer ? 

Hvb. Lord Bigot, I am none. 

B\g, Who kill'd this prince ? 

Hub. 'Tis not an hour since I left him weU ; 
I honor'd him, I lov'd him ; and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life's loss. 

BdL. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villany is not without such rheum ; 
And he long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. 
Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savors of a slaughter^iouse ; 
For I am stified with the smell of sin. 

Big. Away, toward Bury, to the dauphin there ! 

Ftm. There, tell the king, he may inquire us out 

\Extfvmt\jst^ 
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JPouZ. Here's a good world ! — ^Knew you of this fisur work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Hub, Do but hear me, sir. 

FaxiL Ha ! I'll tell thee what ; 
Thou art stained as black — nay, nothing is so black 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Hub, Upon my soul, 

Favl, If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair, 
And, if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted, 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rash will be 
A beam to hang thee on ; or would'st thou drown thysd^ 
Put but a little water in a spoon, 
And it shall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to stifle such a villain up, 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hvb, I left him well. 

Faid. Go, bear him in thine aims^— > 

I am amaz'd, methinks ; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. — 
How easy dost thou take all England up ! 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty. 
The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heaven : and England now is left 
To tug and scramble, and to part bv the teeth 
The unowed interest of proud-swelling state. 
Now, for the bare-pick'd bone of majeSy, 
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest. 
And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : 
Now powers from home, ana discontents at home, 
Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits 
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast) 
' The emuient decay of wrested pomp. ,^ 
Now happy he, whose cloak ana cincture can 
Hold out this tempest. — ^Bear away that child, 
And follow me with speed ; I'll to the king ; 
A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 
And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. [ExewHi, 

ACT V. 

SCENE L— TAc same. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter King John, Pandulph toith the crawn^ and Attendants. 
K, John, Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my gk>ry. 
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Pond, Take again [Giving John the eromm. 

From this my hand, as holding of the pope, 
Yova sovereign greatness and authority. 

K John. Now keep your holy word : go meet the French ; 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches, 'fore we are inflamM. 
Our discontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience ; 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul, 
To stranger bbod, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemper'd humor 
Rests by you only to be qualified. 
Then pause not ; for the present time's so sick, 
That present medicine must be minister'd, 
Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pand, It was my breath that blew this tempest up, 
UpcMi your stubborn usage of the pope ; 
But, since you are a gentle convertite. 
My tongue riiall hush again this storm of war. 
And mSke fair weather in your blustering land. 
On this Ascensicm-day, remember well, 
Upon your oath of service to the pope, 
€ro I to make the French lay down their arms. ^Bxti 

JT. John. Is this Ascension-day ? Did not the prophet 
Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon. 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : 
I md suppose, it should be on constraint ; 
But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faul, All Kent hath yielded ; nothing; there holds onti 
But Dover castle : London hath receiv'd, 
like a kind host, the dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 

And wild amazement hurries up and down , 

The little number of your doubtful friends. 

JT. John. Would not my lords return to me again, 
After theyheard young Arthur was alive ? 

Favl. They found him dead, and cast into the streets; 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some vile hand was robb'd uul ta'en away. 

K. John. That vjfiam Hubert told me he did live. 

FauL So, on my soul, he did, for au^ht he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought ; 
Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust. 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be stirring as the time ; be fire \vith fire : 
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Threaten the threat'ner, and outface the brow 

Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes, 

That borrq^y their behaviors from the great, 

Grow great by^our example, and put on 

The dauntless spirit of resolutioi.. 

Away ; and glister like the god of war, 

When he intendeth to become the field : 

Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 

AVhat, shall they seek the uon in his den. 

And fright him there ? and make him tremble there f 

O, let it not be said ! — ^Forage, and run 

To meet displeasure further from the doors ; 

And grapple with him, ere he comes so nig^. 

K, John, The le^te of the pope hath teen with dm^ 
And I have made a nappy peace with him ; 
And he hath promis'd to dismiss the powers 
Led by the dauphin. 

Favl. O inglorious league ! ^ 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, ^ 

Send fair-play orders, and make compromise, 

Insinuation, parley, and base truce. 

To arms invasive ? shall a beardless boy, 

A silken wanton brave our fields. 

And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil. 

Mocking the air with colors idly spread, 

And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms : 

Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace ; 

Or if he do, let it at least be said, 

They saw we had a purpose of defence. 
Jl. John, Have thou the ordering of this present time. 
Faul, Aw&j then, with good courage ; yet, I know. 

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [E^eunL 

The Dauphin, aided by the disaffeoted Nobles of England, givai battle t» Mm m 
St Edmnnd't Bmj ; the King's tioops are repulsed, and John k eraveyed to SwiasteaA 
Abbey, liok of a fever. 

'SCENE. — An open Place in the neighborhood qf Swinstead-Abbey. 
Enter Faxtlconbbidge and Hxtbert, meeting. 

Hub, Who's there ? speak, ho ! speak quickly, or I shoot. 
Fold, A friend.— What art thou ? ^ 

Hvh, Of the part of EngkticL 

Foul. Whither dost thou go ? 
Hvb, What's that to thee 7 Why may I not demand 
f thine affiurs, as well as thou of mine ? 
Fad, Hubert, I think. 

Bvb. Thou hast a perfect thought : 

19 
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will, upon all hazards, well believe 
Thon art uiy friend, that know'st my tongue so well • 
Who art thou? 

FatU. Who thou wilt : an if thou please, • 

Thou may'st befriend me so much, as to think 
I come one way of the Phintagenets. 

Huh, Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyeless night, 
Have done me shame : — Brave soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue, 
Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Fend, Come, come ; sans compliment, whsX news abroad f 

Htib, Why, here walk I, in the black brow'of night, 
To find you out. 

FavJ. Brief, then ; and what's the news ?^ 

Hub, O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night, 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

Faul. Show me the very wound of this ill news ; 
I am no woman, Til not swoon at it. 

Hub. The kitfg, I fear, is poison'd by a monk : 
I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time. 
Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Fau2, How did he take it ? who did taste to him 9 

Hub, A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain. 
The king yet speaks, and peradventure may recover. 

Faul, Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty ? 

Hub, Why, know you not ? the lords are all come back, 
And brought prince Henry in their company ; 
At whose request the king hath pardon'd them. 
And they are all about his majesty. 

Faul, Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven. 
And tempt us not to bear above our power ! 
Ill tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night 
Passing these flats, are taken by the fide. 
These Lincoln washes have devoured them ; 
Myself, well-mounted, hardly have escap'd. 
Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 
I doubt, he will be dead, or *ere I come. [ESxetatl 

SCENE— 7^ Orcftari ^Swinstead-Abbey. 
Enffr Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

P. Hen, It is too late ; the life of all his blood 
is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-house,} 
t>oth, by the idle conmients that it makes, 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 
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Enter Pembrokb. 



JPefn, His highness yet doth speak ; and holds belief 
That, being brought into the open air, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard here. — 
Doth he still rage ? [Eocit Biqox, 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than when vou left him ; even now he sung. 

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness ! fierce extremes, 
In their continuance, will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts. 
Leaves them insensible ; and his siese is now , 

Against the mind, the which he goads and wounds 
With many legions of strange fantasies ; 
Which, in their throng and press to that last hold, 
Confound themselves. 'Tis strange, that death should sing. 
I am Ihe cygnet to this pale faint swan, 
Who chants a doleful h3rmn to his own death ; 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest 

Sdl. Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are bom 
To set a form upon that indigest. 
Which he hath left so shapefess and so rude. 

Re-^nter Bioox and Attendants, who bring in Ema Johk, Im 
a chair. 

K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-room ; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 
TThat all my bowels crumble up to dust : 
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

P. Hen. How fares your majesty ? 

K. John. Poison'd, — ^ill fare ; — dead, forsook, cast off; 
And none of you will bid the winter come. 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course 
Throuffh my burn'd bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To male his bleak winds kiss my parched lips. 
And comfort me with cold : — ^I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait, 
And 80 ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my teai% 
That miffht relieve you ! 

K. John. The salt in them is hot— 

Witbm me is a hell ; and there the poison 
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Is, as a fiend, confin'd to tyramuze 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter Faulconbiodge. 

FatU. O, I am scalded with my violent motion, 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 

K, John, O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye : 
The tackle of my heart is.crack'd and bum'd ; ^ 

And all the e^uds, wherewith my life should sail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 
My heart haUi one poor string to stay it jy, 
Which holds but till thy news be wtter'd ; 
And then all this thou seest is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Foul. The dauphin is preparing hitherward ; ^ 
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him : 
For, in a night, the best part of my power, 
As I upon ^vantage did remove. 
Were m the washes, all unwarily 
Devour'd by the unexpected flood. ^ [7^ Kn» < 

Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead an ear. 
My liege ! my lord ! — But now a king, — ^now thus. 

P. Hen, Even so must I run on, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 
When this was now a king, and now is clav ! 
. FauL Art thou gone so ? I do but stay oehind, 
I'o do the office for thee of revenge ; 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven. 

As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 

Now, now, you stars, that move in your right spheres. 

Where be your powers ? Show now your mended fiiiths ; 

And instantly return with me again, 

To push destruction, and perpetual shame. 

Out of the weak door of our fainting land : 

Strd^ht let us seek, or straight we diall be sought ; 

The aauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sctl. It seems, you know not then so much as we : 
The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest. 
Who half an* hour since came from the dauphm ; 
And brings from hini such offers of our peace 
As we with honor and respect may take. 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Faul He will the rather do it, when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done dready ; 
For many carriages he hath despatch'd 
To the seaside, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal. 
With whom yourself, myself, and other lords, 
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[f you think meet, this aileraoon will post 
I7o c6nsummate this business happily. 

Favl. Let it be so : — And you, my noble prince, 
With other princes that may best be spar'd, 
Shall wait upon your fathers funeral. 

jP. Hen, At Worcester must his body be interr'd ; 
For so he will'd it. 

Favl, Thither shall it then. 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ! 
To whom, with all submission, on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

ScU, And t^e like tender of our love we make. 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen, I have a kind soul, that would give you thanks, 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Favl. O, let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. — 
This England never did, (nor never shaU,) 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again^ 
Come the three comers of the world in arms, 
And we shall shock them : Nought shall make us rue, 
If England to itself do rest but true. [ExeMU 
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The dumiiclM of HoIIingthed and Stowe, appear to. have been the sooiieee ftm 
which Shakspeaie draw the materiab for conrtmctitag his series of En^sh Historieal 
Plays, addinf , however, characteis and incidents from his own teeming imagination, and 
heightening the real personages he intcodooes, with all the vivid tomches of his ezodDng 
skiU. 

In the fint and second parts of Henrj IV, appeals that marvel of his creative genios, 
Fabtaff,— who is aptly made the leader of the diasolnte set of jm^igates which snrronnded 
the yonng Prince, afterwards Henry V. An isolated extract conld not do jnstioe to this 
inimitable creation ; we have, ^refore, preferred to confine oar selections to the histarieal 
inddents of the Play. " The transactions contained in it are comprised within the period 
of abont ten months. The action commences with the news brought of Hotspur having 
defeated the Scots under Archibald eari of Douglas, at Holmedon (or Hafidown-hill), 
which battle was fought on Holyroodday (the 14th of September), 1403 ; and it closes 
with the defeat and death of Hotspur at Shrewsbury ; which engageae 
Batarday the 21st of July (the eve of Saint Mary Magdalen) , in the year 1403." 
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ACT I. 

King Henfy nndi for Hotspur, to give an Msoant of hit conduct at the Btttia of 



SCENE.— London, a Room in ihe Palace. 

Enter Enra Henby, Nobthumbebulsd, Wobcesteb, Hotsfub, iSUr 
Walteb Blxjht, and others, 

K, Hen, My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to stir at these indigrJtios, 
And you have found me ; for, accordingly, 
You tread upon mv patience ; but, be sure, 

I will from hencemith rather be myself, # 

Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my condition ; 
Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young down. 
And therefore lost that title of respect, 
Which the proud soul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 

Wor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 
And that same greatness too which our own hands 
Have help to make so portly. 

North. My lord,— . 

K. Hen. Worcester, get thee^ne, for I see danger 
And disobedience in thine eye : O, sir, 
four presence is too bold and peremptory. 
And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a servant brow. 
You have good leave to leave us ; when we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. — 

[Exit Wobcesteb. 
You were about to speak. [To Nobtil 

North. Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness' name demanded. 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took. 
Were, as he says, not widi such strength denied) 
As is deliver'd to your majesty : 
Either envy, therefore, or misprision 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my son. 

IloL My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 
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Bot, I remonber, when the fight was done. 
When I was dry with rage, and extreme toU, 
•Breathless and &mt, leaning upon my ewoid. 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd, 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reaped, 
Show'd like a stabble-land at harvest-home ; 
He was perfomed like a miUiner ; 
And 'twixt his finser and his thmnb he held 
A poancet-box, which ever and anon 

He gave his nose, and took't away again ; 

Who, therewith angry, when it next came there. 

Took it in snuff :--rand still he smil'd and talk'd ; 

And, as the soldiers bore dead bocQes by, 

He call'd ^m — ^mitauffht knaves, unmannerly, 

To bring a dovenly, umiandsome corse 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 

He question'd me ; among the rest, demanded 

My prisoners, in your majesty's behalf. 

I uien, all smarting with my wounds being cold, 

To be so pester'd with a popinjay. 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Answer'd neglectingly, I know not what ; 

He should, or he should not ; — ^for he made me mad, 

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman. 

Of ffuns, and drums, and wounds, (Grod save the maik 

And telling me, the sovereign'st thing on earth 

Was parmaceti, for an inwu^ bruise ; 

And that it was great pity, so it was, 

That villanous sStpetre should be digg'd 

Out of the bowels of the harmless e^tii, 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd 

So cowardlv ; and, but for these vile guns. 

He would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 

I answer'd indirectly, as I said ; 

And, I beseech you, let not his report 

Come current for an accusation. 

Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

Blunt. The circumstance consider'd, good my loid^ 
Whatever Harry Percy then had said, 
To such a person, and in such a place. 
At such a time, with all the rest re-told. 
May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

JST. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners; 
But with proviso, and exception, — 



E3NG HENRY HT. 417 

That we, at onr own charge, shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-law, the fodish Mortimer ; 
"Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against the sreat magician, curs'd Glendower ; 
Whose daaghter, as we hear, the earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then 
Be emptied, to redeem a traitor home ? 
Shall we buy treason ? and indent with fears. 
When they have lost and forfeited themselves I 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 
For I shall never hold that man my friend, 
Whose ton^e shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom nome revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ! 
He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 
But by the chance of war ; — ^To prove that true. 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds. 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took. 
When on the gentle Severn's sedgy bank, 
In single opposition, hand to hand, 
He did confound the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they drink) 
Upon agreement, of swift Severn's flood ; 
Who then, affirighted with their bloody looks. 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds. 
And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank 
Blood-stained witn these valiant combatants.. 
Never did bare and rotten policy 
Color her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could me noble Mortimer 
Receive so many, and all willingly : 
Then let him not be slander'd wim revolt. 

K, Hen, Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost beHe hiin. 
He never did encounter with Glendower \ 
I tell tiiee, 

He durst as well have met the devil alone. 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 
Art not asham'd ? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer ; 
Send me your prisoners with the speediest means, 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you. — ^My lord Northumberland, 
We license your departure with your son ^ — 
Send us your prisoners, or you'll hear of it. 

[Exeunt King Henry, Blunt, and Ttopsl 

Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them, 
I will not send them : — ^I will after straight, 
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And tell him so ; for I will ease my heart, 
Althouffh it he with hazard of my bead. 

Norm, What, drunk with chder ? stay, and pause awhile ; 
Here comes your unde. 

Reenter Wobcestee. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer ? 

^Zounds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if i do not join with him : 
Yea, on his part, I'll empty all these veins, 
And shed my blood drop by drop i* the dust. 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As hi^ i' tiie air as this unthankful king, 
As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke. 

North, Brother, the king hath made your nephew mad. 

[To Wo&CBSTEl 

Wor, Who struck this heat up, after I was gone 1 

Hot, He will, forsooth, have ail my prisoners ; 
And when I urg'd the ransom once aeain 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek K)ok'd pale ; 
And on my face he tum'd an eye of death, 
Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

Wor, I cannot blame him : Was he not proclaim'd. 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

North. He was ; I h^utl the proclamation : 
And then it was, when the unhappy king 
(Whose wrongs in us God pardon !) did set fordi 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 
From whence he, intercepted, did return 
To be depos'd, and, shortly, murdered. 

Wor. And for whose death, we in the world's wide mouth 
live scandaliz'd, and foully spoken of. 

Hot. But, soft, I pray you ; Did king Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North, ^ He did ; myself did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin Mnff, 
That wish'd hun on the barren mountains starv'd. 
But shall it be, that you, — ^that set the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man ; 
And, for his sake, wear the detested blot 
Of murd'rous subornation, — shall it be. 
That you a world of curses undergo ; 
Being the agents, or base second means. 
The cords, Sie ladder, or the hangman rather ?- 
O, pardon me, that I descend so low. 
To show the line, and the predicament. 
Wherein you range under this subtle king. — 
ShaU it, for shame, be spoken in these days, 
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Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your nobility and power, 
Did 'gage them both in an unjust behalf, — 
As both of you, Grod pardon it ! have done,— 
To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 
And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke T 
And shall it, in more shame, be further spoken. 
That you are fool'd, discarded, and shook off 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent ? 
No ; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banish'd honors, and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again : 
Revenge the jeering, and disdain'd contempt. 
Of this proud king ; who studies, day and night, 
To answer all the debt he owes to you. 
Even widi the bloody payment of your deaths. 
Therefore, I say,— ^ 

War. Peace, cousin, say no more: 

And now I will unclasp a secret book, 
And to vour quick-conceiving discontents 
I'll reaa you matter deep and dangerous ; 
As full of peril, and advent'rous spirit, 
As to o'er-walk a current, roaring loud. 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

HoL If he fall in, good night ; — or sink or swim }^ 
Send danger from die east unto the west, 
So honor cross it from the north to south, 
And let them grwple ; — O ! the blood more stirs. 
To rouse a lion than to start a hare. 

North, Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot By heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap^ 
To pluck bright honor from ihe pale-&c'd moon ; 
Or dive into me bottom of the deep. 
Where £sLthom-line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honor by the locks ; 
So he, that doth redeem her thence, might wear. 
Without corrival, all her dignities : 
But out upon this half-fac'a fellowship ! 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he should attend. — 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

Hot, I cry you mercy. 

Wor, Those same noble Scots, 
That are your prisoners, 

Hot. ril keep them all ; 

Bv heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them : 
['& keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. You start away. 
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And lend no ear unto my purposes. — 
Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot, Nay, I will ; that's flat :— 

He said, he would not ransom Mortimer ; 
Forbade my ton^e to speak of Mortimer 
But I will find hun when he lies asleep, 
And in his ear FU hoUa — ^Mortimer! 
Nay, 

111 have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 
To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor, Hear you. 

Cousin ; a word. 

HoL All studies here I solemnly defy. 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke ; 
And that same sword-and-buckler prince of Wa^es, 
But that I think his father loves him not. 
And would be glad he met with some mischance, 
Fd have him poison'd with a pot of ale. 

Wdr, Farewell, kinsman ! I wiU talk to you. 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

North, Why, whdt a wasp-stung and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman\ mood ; 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? 

Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp'd and scourg'd with rodi^ 
Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 
In Richard's time, — ^What do you call the place ? — 
A plague upon't ! — ^it is in Gloucestershire ; — 
"Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept ; 
His uncle York ; — where I first bow'd my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke, 
When you and he came back from Kavenspurg. 

Norm, At Berkley castle. 

Hot, You say true : 

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me ! 

Look, — when his infant fortune came to age, 

And, gentle Harry Percy, — and, kind cousin, — 

O, the devil take such cozeners ! — ^Heaven forgive me l-^- 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 

Wor, Nay, if you have not, to't again ; 
We'll stay your leisure. 

Hot. I have done, i'faith. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottish prisoners. 
Deliver them up without their ransom straight, 
And make the Douglas' son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland; which, — for divers reasonSi 
Which I shall send you written, — be assur'd, 
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Will easUy be grtnted. — You, my lord,— [To Nobthumberlaio) 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ'd,— ' 
Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well belov'd, 
The archbishop. 

Hot OfYorfcis'tnot? 
War, True ; who bears hard 
EQs brother's death at Bristol, the lord Scroop 
I speak not this in estimation. 
As what I think mi^ht be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted and set down ; 
And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot I smell it ; upon my life, it will do well. 
North. Before the game's afoot, thou still let'st slip. 
Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot :— 
And then the power of Scotland, and^f York,— 
To join with Mortimer, ha ? 

Wor. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 
Wor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed, 
To save our heads by raising of a head : 
For, bear ourselves as even as we can, 
The king will always think him in our debt ; 
And think we think ourselves imsatisfied. 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And see already how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 
Hot. He does, he does ; well be reveng'd on him. 
Wor. Cousin, farewell ; — ^No further go in this 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 
When time is ripe, (which will be suddenly,) 
FU steal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer ; 
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 
(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet. 
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms. 
Which now we hold with much uncertainty. 
North. Farewell, good brother, we shall thrive, I trust. 
Hot. Uncle, adieu : — ^O, let the hours be short, 
TiQ fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport. [Exeunt. 

Hotipnr and hk oonfedeiatM meet in consultation, piepaiatory to the battle of 
Bbrawsbnry. 

ACT III. 

SCENE I. — ^Bangor. A Room in the Archdeacon's House. 
Enter Hotsfub, Worcester, Mortimer, and Glbhdowes. 
Mort. These promises are fair, the parties sure, 
And our induction full of prosperous hope. 
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^Hot, Lord Mortimer, — and cousin Glendower^— 

Will you sit down ? 

And, uncle Worcester : — ^A plague upon't ! 
I have forgot the map. 

QUnd, No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; rit, good cousin Hotspur : 
For hy that name as oft as Lancaster 
Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale, and, with 
A rising sigh, he'Visheth you in heaven. 

Hot, And you in hell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower spoke of. 

Glend, I cannot blame him : at my nativity, 
The fix>nt of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 
Of burning cressets ; and, at my birth, 
The inme and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak'd like a cow^. 

Hot, Why, so it would have done 

At die same season, if your mother's cat had 
But kitten'd, though yourself had ne'er been bom. 

GlencL I say, the earth did shake when I was bom. 

Hot. And I say, the earth was not of my mind. 
If you suppose, as fearing you it shook. 

Glend, The heavens were all on fire, the earth did tremUa 

Hot, O then the earth shook to see the heavens on fiie, 
And not in fear of your nativity. 
Diseased nature oftentimes br^s fordi 
In strange eraptions. 

Which 3iake old beldame earth, and topple down 
Steeples, and moss-grown towers. At your birth, 
pur gnmdam earth, having this distempereture, 
In passion shook. 

Glend, Cousin, of many men 

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
To tell you once again, — that at my birth. 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes ; 
The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the ^ghted fields. 
These sisns have mark'd me extraorainary ; 
And all the courses of my life do show, 
I am not in the roll of common men. 
Where is he living,— clipp'd in with the sea 
That chides the banks of England, Scotland, Wales,-* 
Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me ? 
And bring him out, that is but woman's son. 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art. 
And hold me pace in deep experiments. 

Hot, I think there is no man speaks better Welsh.— 

Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as you : 
For I was train'd up in the English court : 
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Where, being but young, I framed to the harp 
Many an English ditty, lovely weU, 
And gave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 
A virtue that was never seen p you. 

Hot, Marry, and I'm glad oft with all my heart : 
I had rather be a kitten and cry — ^mew, 
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers : 
I had rather hear a brazen canstick tum'd, 
Or a dry wheel grate on an axle-tree ; ' 

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothing so much as mincing poetiy ; 
'Tis like the forc'd gait of a shuffling nag. 

Mort, Peace, cousin Perc^ ; you will make him mad. 

GTend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 

Hot. Why, so can I ; or so can any man : 
But wUl they come, when you do call for them ? 

Olend, Why, I can teach you, cousin, to command 
The derC 

Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the devil, 
By telling truth ; Tell truth, and shame the devil. — 
If thou hBLve power to raise him, bring him hither. 
And I'll be sworn, I have power to sluime him hence. 
O, while you live, tell trutn, and shame the devil. — 

Mort. Come, come, 
No more of this unprofitable chat 

Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made head 
Against my power :. thrice from the banks of Wyne, 
And Bandy-bottom'd Severn, have I sent him 
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back. 

Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather too ! 
How 'scapes he agues ? 

The followinf loeiie is admirably deioriptiva of the oharacten •f Beary IV . aad Jm 
young Prince of Wales. 

SCENE IL— London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, and Lords. 
K. Hen. Lords, give us leave ; the Prince of Wales and I 
Must have some conference : But be near at .liand, 
For we shall presently have need of you. — f^Ex. Lords, 

I know not wnether God will have it so. 
For some displeasing service I have done. 
That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
Hell breed revengement and a scourge for me ; 
But thou dost, in thy passages of life. 
Make me believe, — ^that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven, 
To punish my mis-treadings. Tell me else, 
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Could such inordinate, and low desires, 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean attempta» 

Such Darren pleasures, rude society, » 

As thou art match'd withal, and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatness of thy blood. 

And hold tneir level with thy princely heart ? 

P. Hen, So please your majesty, I would, I could 
Quit all offences with as clear excuse. 
As well as, I am doubtless, I can purge 
Myself of many I am charg'd withal : 
Yet such extenuation let me beg. 
As, in reproof of many tales devis'd, — 
Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear, — 
By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers, - 
I may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath &ulty wuider'a and irregular. 
Find pardon on my true submission. 

JT. Hen. Heaven pardon thee ! — ^yet let me wcmder, Hairf, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the Agfat of all thy ancestors. 
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost. 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied ; 
And art almost an imen to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood ; 
The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin'd ; and the soul of every man 
Prophetically does forethink thy fall. 
Haa I so lavish of my presence been, 
So common-hackney d in the eyes of men, 
So stale and cheap to vulgar company ; 
Opinion, that did nelp me to the crown. 
Had still kept loyal to possession ; 
And left me in reputeless banishment, 
A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 
By being seldom seen, I could not stir. 
But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at : 
That men would tell their children. This is he; 
Others would say, — Where 1 which is Bottngkrokef 
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven. 
And dress'd myself in such humility, 
That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, 
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths. 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 
Thus did I keep my person fresh, and new ; 
My presence, like a robe pontifical. 
Ne'er seen, but wonder'd at : and so my state. 
Seldom, but sumptuous, showed like a feast ; 
And won, by rareness, such solemnity. 
The skipping kingr, he ambled up and down 
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"With shaUo^f jesters, and rash bavin wits, 

Soon kindled, and soon bum'd : caided his state ; 

Mingled his royalty with capering fools ; 

Had his great name profaned with their scorns : 

And gave his countenance, against his name, 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 

Of every beardless vain comparative : 

Grew a companion to the common streets, 

EnfeofiTd himself to popularity : 

That beinff daily swallow'd by men's eyes, 

They surfeited with honey ; and began 

To loathe the taste d* sweetness, whereof a little 

More than a little is by much too much. 

So, when he had occasion to be seen, . 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes, 

As, sick and blunted with conmiunity. 

Afford no extraordinary gaze. 

Such as is bent on sun-hke majesty 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes : 

But rather drowz'd and hung their eyelids down. 

Slept in his face, and render d such aspect 

As cloudy men use to their adversaries ; 

Bein^ with his presence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 

And m that very line, HsJry, stand'st thou : 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege. 

With vile participation ; not an eye 

But is a-wearv of thy common sight, 

Save mine, which hath desir'd to see thee more ; 

Which now doth that I would not have it do, 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P, Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracious kndt 
Be more myself. 

K. Hen. For all the world. 

As thou art to this hour, was Richaid then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg ; 
And even as I was then, is Percy now. 
Now by my sceptre, and my soul to boot. 
He hath more worthy interest to the state. 
Than thou, the fshadow of succession : 
For, of no riffht, nor color like to right, 
He doth fill fields with harness in the realm : 
Turns head against the lion's armed jaws ; 
And, being no more in debt to years than thon. 
Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops mi. 
To bloody battles, and to bruising arms. 
What never-dyin^ nonor hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ; whose high deedf» 
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Whose hot incnrsioDS, and great name in arms, 

Holds from all soldiers chiefmajority, 

And military title capital, 

Throogh all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ f 

Thrice hath this Hotspnr Mars in swathing clothes, 

This infant warrior in his enterprises 

Discomfited great Donglas : ta'en him once, 

Enlar^'d him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 

And what say you to this ? Percy, Northumberland^ 

The archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, Mortimtf , 

Capitulate against us, and ai^ up. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee ? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my near'st and dearest enemy ? 

Thou that art like enough, — ^through vassal fear. 

Base inclination, and the start of spleen, — 

To fight against me under Percy's pay. 

To dog his heels, and court'sy at his frowns, 

To show how much degenerate thou art ?- 

P. Hen. Do not think so, you shall not find it so ; 
And Heaven forgive them, tliat have so much sway'd 
Your majesty's good thoughts away from me ! 
I will redeem all this on Percy's h^, 
And, in the closing of some glorious day, 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your son ; 
When I will wear a garment aU of blood. 
And stain my favors in a bloody mask, 
Which, wash'd away, shall sconr my shame with it 
And that shall be the day, whene'er it lights. 
That this same child of honor and renown. 
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight. 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet. 
For every honor sitting on his helm. 
Would they were multitudes ; and on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come, 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my lord. 
To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 
And I will call him to so strict account. 
That he shall render every glory up, 
Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the name of Heaven, I promise here: 
The which if it be pleas'd I shall perform, 
I do beseech your majesty, may salve 
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The long-grown wonnds of my intemperance : 
If not, the end of life cancels all bands ; 
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths, 
Gre break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

K, Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this :— 
Tliou shalt have charge, and so\rereign trust, hetmn. 
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Ifu7 of tlM inddeats of this PU7, and nradi of ths dialc^gne, were Ukea t>7 Shakt' 
pmn fromehronielM of HoHiiiipbed aad Stowe, who were tbemnlves indebted to " Cw- 
•ndiah's Life of Wolaey " for most of the partiealan they gave of the Cardinid't history. 

Shakspeare lias depicted the character \>f the gentle and noble-hearted Katharine ol 
Armfon, with snch felicitons skill, that the scenes in which she Is introdnced are con- 
sidered among the finest eA>rts of the Poet's genius. 

The han^ty Wokvj, k also a powerfully drawn pictore. Onr eelectiona are dero^d 
lo the diq^y of these two master^pieoes of historical dramatic composition. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

KiKG HSNBT THE ElOHTH. 

Cardinal Wolset. 

Cardinal Campeius. 

Capucius, Ambassador from the En^oror, ChailM V. 

Cranmer, Archbish^ 0/ Canterbury. 

Duke of Norfolk. 

Duke of Buckingham. 

Duke of Suffolk. 

Earl of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain. 

lard Chancellor. 

Gardinbr, Bishop 0/ Winchester. 

Bishop of Lincoln. 

Lord Aberoavennt. 

Lord Sands. 

Sir Henrt Guilford. 

Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. 

Sir Nicholas Vaux. 

Secretaries to Volfley. 

Cromwell, servant to Wolsey. 

Griffith^ Gentleman- Usher to Queen Katharine. 

Three other Gentlemen, 
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Doctor Bxrm, pkyneian to the King. 
Garter King at Arme. 
Surveyor to the Duke of Backingham. 
Bbandon, and a Sergeant at Arms. 
Doorkeeper of the Council-Chamber. 
Porter, and his man. 
Page to Gardiner. 
A Crier. 

Queen Kathasine» wife to King Henry, afterwards divorced, 
Akne BuLLEir, her Maid of Honor, afterwards Queen. 
An old Lady, friend to Anne Ballen. 
Patience, woman to Queen Katharine. 

Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shows; Women attending upon 
the Qneen ; Spirits which appear to her ; Scribes, Officers, Guards^ 
and other Attendants. 

SCENE, — chiefly in London an<f Westminster, once at Kubolton. 



ACT I. 

Ctneen KatliariBe incnned ths jealooiy and hatred of W0IM7, l»y her oppotitkm to 
hii oTerbeaiing anoganoe, and the exactions he was continnally enforcing on the people. 

Shakspeare intiodnoet the Cioeen, as a suitor to the King, oa the subject (^ these 
^mssions of the people. 

SCENE IL.—The Cmnctlr Chamber. 

Comets. Enter King Heney, Cabdinal Wolsey, the Lords of the 
Council, Sir Thomas Lovell, Officers, and Attendants. The 
King enters, leaning on the Cardinal's shoulder. 

K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care : I stood i' the level 
Of a full-charged comederacy, and give thanks 
To you that cnok'd it. 

The King takes his State. TheLorda of the Council tdkedieir several 
places. The Cardinal places himself under the KnuQ^Bfeet, on his 
right side. 

A noise within, crying. Room for the Queen ! Enter the Qtteen, 
ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk : she kneels. The 
King rises from his State, takes her up, kisses, and places her by 
him. 

Q. Kalh. Nay, we must longer kneel ; I am a suitor. 

K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us : — ^Half your suit 
Never name to us ; you have half our power ; 
The other raoietv, ere you ask, is given ; 
Repeat your will, and take it 
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Q. Kath. Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself; and, in that love, 
Not uncoQsider'd leave your honor, nor 
The dignity of your c^ce, is the point 
Of my petition. 

K Hen, Lady mine, proceed. 

Q. Kaih, I am solicited, not by a few, 
And those of true condition, that your subjects 
Are in great grievance : there have been commissicms 
Sent down among them, which have ftiw'd the heart 
Of all their loyalties : — wherein, althou^, 
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches 
* Most bitterly on you, as putter-on 
Of these exactions, yet the king our master, 
(Whose honor heaven shield from soil !) even he escapes hoc 
JLanguage unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor. Not almost appears. 

It doth appear : for upon these taxations. 
The clotniers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them 'longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Unfit for other life, compell'd by hunger. 
And kck of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar. 
And Danger serves among them. 

K. Hen, Taxation ! 

Wherein ? and what taxation ? — ^My lord cardinal, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
.^ow you of this taxation ? 

Wol, Please you, sir, 

I know but of a single part, in aught 
Pertains to the state ; and front but in that file 
Where others tell steps with me. 

Q. Katf^, No, my lord. 

You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things, that are known alike ; which are not wholesome 
To those which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and to b^ them. 
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say, 
They are devis'd by you ; or else you suffer 
Too hard an exc^mation. 

K. Hen, Still exaction ! 

The nature of it ? In what kind, let's know, 
[s this exaction ? 

Q, Kaih, I am much too venturous 
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In tempting of your patience ; bat am bolden'd 

Under your promis'd pardon. The subject's grief 

C<Mnes through commissions, which compel from each 

The sixth part of his substance, to be levied 

Without delay ; and the pretence for this 

Is nam'd, your wars in France : This makes bold months : 

Ton^ies spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 

Allegiance in them ; their curses now, 

Live where their prayers did ; and it's come to pass, 

That tractable obedience is a slave 

To each incensed will. I would, your highness 

Would give it quick consideration, for 

There is no primer business. 

K. Hen. By my life, 

This is against our pleasure. 

Wol, And for me, 

I have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass'd me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 
If I am traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, — ^let me say, 
' 'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in uie fear 
To cope malicious censiirers ; which ever, 
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new trimm'd ; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 
By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst, as oft, 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our best act. If we shall stand still. 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, 
We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only. 

K, Hen. ' Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themselves from fear ; 
Things done without example, in their issue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe, not any. 
We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 
And stick them in our will. Sixth paH of each f 
A trembling contribution ! Why, we take, 
From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the timber ; 
And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd« 
Tiie air will drink the sap. To every county, 
Where this is question'd, send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied 
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The force of this commissimi : Piraj, look to*t ; 
I pat it to your care. 

Wei. A word with you. [To <^ Seeietwy 

Let there be ietters writ to every shire, 
Of the king's grace and pankm. The griev'd commons 
JIardly conceive of me ; let it be nois'd, 
That, through our intercession, this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise yo« 
Farther in the proceeding. 



ACT II. 

Kiif HcBiy VnL hariif detonaiiied to divoioe KaUnriae, obuins a ooouniMioB fioM 
Bo—, to try the eaosw which have indaoed him to diwolTe hb manisfa. The Pbpe 
•••dt Caidiaal Carapeint, who in eonjmictkm with Woliey are appointed to act as jadfH 
at the aoeea't trial 

SCENE IV.—A Haa in Black-Friars. 
Cofurt assembled for the TriaL 

Wd. Whilst our commission from Rome is read. 
Let silence be commanded. 

K. Hen. What's the need 7 

It hath already pablidy been read, 
And on all sides the authority allow'd ; 
You may then spare that time. 

Wei. Be't so :— Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into the court 

Crier. Henry king of England, come into court 

K. Hen, Here. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come into court 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, come into court 

[7^ QxTEEN makes no answer, rises out cf her chair, goes about die 
court, comes to (he Kino, and JcKeels at his feet ; then speaks. 

O. Kath. Sir, I desire you, do me right and justice ; 
And to bestow your pity on me : for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranser. 
Bom out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge inmfTerent, nor no more assurance 
Of eqiud friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir. 
In what have I ofl^nded you ? what cause 
Hath my behavior given to your displeasure, 
That thus you should proceed to put me off. 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witneis, 
I have been to you a true and bumble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 
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Yea, subject to your countenance ; glad, or soiiyj 
As I saw it inclinM. When was the hour, 
I ever contradicted your desire, 
Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your firiendi 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue m my liking ? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence discharged ? Sir, call to mind 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upwards of twenty years. If, in the course • 
And process of this time, you can report, 
And prove it too, against mine honor aught, 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 
• Against your sacred person, in God's name. 
Turn me away ; and let the foul'st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so give me up 
To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir 
The king, your father, was reputed for 
A prince most prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatch'd wit and judgment : Ferdinand, 
My £ELther, king of Spain, was reckoned one 
The wisest prince, that there had reign'd by many 
A year before : It is not to be question'd 
Tliat they had gathered a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business. 
Who deemed our marriage lawful : Wherefore I hnmUf 
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may 
Be bv my friends in Spain advis'd ; whose counsel 
I will implore ; if not,i' the name of God, 
Your pleasure be fulfill'd ! 

Wot You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers ; men 
Of singular integrity and learning, 
Yea, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause ; It shall be therefore bootleM, 
That longer you desire the court ; as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam, His grace 

Hath spoken well, and justly : Therefore, madam. 
It's fit this royal session do proceed ; 
And that, without delay, thei*' arguments 
Be now produc'd, and neard. 

Q. Kath, Lord cardinal:-*- 

To you I speak. 

Wot Your pleasure, madam ? 

Q. Kalli, 8lr, 

I am about to weep ; but, thmking that 
20 
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We are a qoeen, (or long have dreamM bo,) certain, 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
m turn to sparks of fire. 

Wb/. Be patient yet 

Q. Kath. I will, when yon are humble ; nay, before, 
Or Heaven will puBish me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy ; and make my challenge ; 
You shall not be my judge : for it is you 
Have blown this cad betwixt my lord and me.— 
Therefore, I say again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul, 
Refuse you for my judge : whom, yet once more, 
I hdd my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

Wol. I do profess. 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, anddisplay'd the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O'ertopping woman's power. Madam, you do me."' 
I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you, or any : how far I have proceeded. 
Or how far further shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, 
. Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge me. 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it. 
The king is present : if it.be kno\\ai to him. 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 
And worthily, my ft Isehood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies, to cure me ; and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you ; the which before 
His highness shall ^peak in, I do beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking. 
And to say no more. 

Q. Kath My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 

To oppose your cunning. You are meek, and humble-mouth'd} 
You sign your place and calling, in full seeming 
With meekness and humility : but your heaif 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 
You have, by fortune, and his highness' favors. 
Gone slightly o'er low steps ; and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words. 
Domestics to you, serve your will, as't please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 
Vou tender more your person's honor, than 
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Yionr hig^ profession spiritual : That again 
I do refuse yon for my judge ; and here, 
Before you all, q>peal unto the pope, 
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness, 
And to be judg'd by him. 

[She curfsies to the En«, <nid qfirs to depart. 

Cam. The queen is obstinate, 

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be try'd by it ; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 

K, Hen.- Call her agiin. , 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, come into the court. 

Grif. Madam, you are call'd back. 

Q. Kath. What need you note it ? pray you, keep your way 
When you are call'd, return. — ^Now the Loro help, 
They vex me past my patience ! — ^pray you, pass on : 
I will not tarry : no, nor ever more. 
Upon this business, my appearance make 

In any of their courts. [Exeunt Qxjeek, Griffith, 

and her other Attendants. 

K, Hen. Go thy ways, Kate : 

That man i'the world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted. 
For speaking false in that : Thou art alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness. 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government, — 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,) 
The queen of earthly queens : — She is noble bom ; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

ACT III. 

Queen Katharine is divorced, and Henry marries Anne BaDen. The poww of Wolsej 
•ver the King gradually declines, and the nobles of the Conrt plot against him. The lords 
•f Sn^k and Norfolk are parUcnlarly his enemies ; and learning that Wolsey has by 
accident given several documents to the King, containing private memorandums of his 
intrigues, and statements of his vast wealth, they are waiting to learn the effect of thii 



Wolsey and Cromwell, Suffolk and Norfolk. 

Nor. Observe, observe, he's moody. 

Wol The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the king? 

Crom. To nis own hand, in hS bedcwnber. 

Wol. Look'd he o' the inside of the paper ? 

Crom. Presently 

He did unseal them : and the first he view'd, 
He di<? it with a serious mind ; a heed 
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Was in his countenance ! Yon, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wcl, Is he ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crom, I think, by this he is. 

Wcl, Leave me a while, — 
It shall be to the duchess of Alencon, 
The French king's sister : he diall marry her. — 
Anne Bullen ! No ; Fll no Anne Bullous for him, 
There is mone in it tlian fair visage. — ^BuUen ! 
No, well no Bnllens. — Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome. — ^The marchioness of Pembroke I 

Nor, He's disomtented. 

Suf, May be, he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur, Sharp enough. 

Lord, for thy justice ! 

WdL Tm late queen's gentlewoman : a knight's daufg^itMv 
To be her mistress^ mistress ! the queen's queen ! — 
This candle bums not clear ; 'tis I must snuff it ; 
Then, out it goes. — What though I know her virtuous, 
And well deserving ? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran, and not wholesome to 
Our cause. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favor of the king. 
And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex'd at something. 

Buf. I would, 'twere something that would firet the stringy 
^e master-cord of his heart ! 

Enter the Kino, reading a schedule; and Lovxlu 

Suf, The king, the king. 

K> Hen. What piles of wealth hath he accumulate 
To his own portion ! and what expense by the hotd. 
Seems to flow from him ! How, i' the name of thrift;, 
Does he rake this together ! — ^Now, my lords ; 
Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : Some strange commotion 
Is in his bnun : he bites his lip, and starts ; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then, lays his finger on his temple ; straight, 
Springs out into fast gait ; then, stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange postures 
We have seen him set himself. 

K. Hen. It may well be ; 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
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Papers of state he sent me to peruse, 
As I requir'd ; And, wot you, what I found 
There ; on my conscience, put unwittingly ? 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing,— 
The several parcels of his plate, his treasure, 
Rich stuffs, and ornaments of household ; whieb 
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Posession of a subject. 

JVor. It's Heaven's will ; 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet 
To bless your eye withal. 

K, Hen. If we did think 

His contemplation were above the earth, 
And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in his musings : but, I am afVaid, 
His thinkings are telow the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[He takes his seat, and whispers Lovell, who goes to Wolset. 

Wot. Heaven forgive me ! 

Ever Heaven bless your highness ! 

K, Hen. Grood my lord, 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now runhing o'er ; you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span 
To keep your earthly audit : Sure, in uiat 
J deem you an ill husband : and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

Wol. Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 

I bear i' the state ; and nature does require * 

Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 
I her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 
Must give my tendance to. 

K. Hen. You have said welL 

Wol. And ever may your highness yoke logeAm 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well-saying. 

K, lien. 'Tis well said asain ; 

And 'tis a kind of good deed, to say wefl : 
And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you : 
He said, he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I have kept you next my heart ; have not aJone 
Employ'd you where high profits might come home. 
But par'd my present havings, to bestow 
liy bounties upon you. 

WoL What should this mean? 
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K, Hen, Have I not made yoa 

The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me. 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true : 

And, if you may confess it, say withal, ■ 

If you are bound to us, or no. What say you ? I 

Wol. My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces, I 

Shower'd on me daily, have been more, than could 

My studied purposes requite ; which went | 

Beyond all nuin s endeavors : — my endeavors ' 

Have ever come too short of my desires, | 

Yet, fill'd with my abilities : Mine own ends ^ 

Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed i 

To the good of your most sacred person, and I 

The profit of the state. For your great graces 1 

Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, I | 

Can nothing render but allegiant thanks ; , 

My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty. 
Which ever has, and ever shall be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill it { 

K. Hen, Fairly answer'd ; ^ 

A loyal and obedient subject is I 

Therein illustrated ; the honor of it * 

Does pay the act of it ; as i' the contrary, 
The foulness is the punishment I presume 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you. 
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honor mow 

On you, than any ; so your hand, and heart, j 

Your brain, and every f'unction of your power, I 

Should, notwithstanding that your bond of du^, i 

As 'twere in love's particular, be more I 

To me, your friend, than any. 

• WoL I do profess. 

That for your highness' good I ever labor'd 
More than mine own ; tlmt am, have, and will be, 
Thoufi^h all the world should crack their duty to you. 

And throw it from their soul ; though perils did | 

Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and 

Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, I 

As doth a rock against the chiding flood, I 

Should the approach of this wild river break. 
And stand unshaken yours. 

K, Hen, " 'TIS nobly spoken : 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast. 
For you have seen him open 't. — ^Read o'er this ; 

And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with 

What appetite you have. I 

lExU King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolsbt ; (hi 

Nobles Ihrov^ cfier him, smiling, and whispering, I 
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WoL What should this mean f 

What sadden anger's this ; how have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd fh>m his eyes : so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him ; 
rhen makes him nothing. I must read this paper; 
I fear, the story of his anger. — 'Tis so ; 
This paper has undone me : — 'Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence. 
Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross cfevil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king 7 Is there no way to cure this 7 
No new device to beat this from his brains 7 
I know, 'twill stir him strongly ; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this— -To the Pope t 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to Ws holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 
I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatneis: 
And, from that full meriiHan of my glory, 
I haste now to my setting. I shall fall 
Like a bright eximlation in the evening, 
And no man see me more. 

Re-^nter the'DxjKES of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl of Subbby, 
and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor, Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal : who commands you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself 
To Asher-house, my lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highness. 

Wol 
Where's your commission, lords 7 words cannot cany 
Authority so weighty. 

Suf, Who dare cross them, 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly 7 

Wol. Till I mid more than will, or words, to do it» 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 
I dare, and must denv it. Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. 
How eafferly ye follow my disgraces. 
As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton 
Yc appear in every thing may bring my ruin ! 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 
You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubc* 
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal,- 
You ask with such a violence, the king. 
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g[ine, and your master,) with his own hand gave ma. 
de me enwy it, witii the place and honors, 
Daring my ute, and, to confirm hia eoodness. 
Tied it by letters patent : Now, who*ll take it ? 

Sur. The king that gave it 

Wol It must be himself then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Wol Proud lord, thou liest ; 

Withhi these forty hours Surrey durst better 
Have burnt that tongue, than sud so. 

Sur. My lords, 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 
And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, 
Farewell nolnlity ; let nis grace go forward. 
And dare us witii his cap, like larks. 

Wol. All goodness 

Is poison to thy stomach. 

Sur. Yes, that goodness 

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one. 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion. 

Wol. How much, metbinks, I could despise this maiip 
But that I'm bound in charity against it ! 

Sirf. Lord cardinal, the kind's further pleasure isr-* 
Because all those things, you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom. 
Fall into the compass of a proimunire, — 
That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements. 
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be * 

Out of the king's protection : — ^This is my charge. 

Nor. And so we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to live l)etter. For your stubborn answer 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 
The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank you« 
So fiure you well, my little good lord cardinal. 

[Exeunt all but WtfMli 

Wol. So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man ; To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow blossoms. 
And bears his blushing honors thick upon him : 
The third day, comes a frost, a killing frost ; 
And, — when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, — ^nips his root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 
like little wanton boys that swim on bladders. 
This many summers in a sea of glory ; 
Hut far beyond my depth : my high-blown oridn 
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At length broke under me ; and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rade stream, that must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 
' I feel my neart new opened : O, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' favors ! 
There is, betwixt that smite we would aspire to. 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have; 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, * 

Never to hope again. — 

£71^ Cbostweli:, anu^cedly. 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 

Crom, I have no power to speak, sir. 

Wol What, amaz'd 

At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder, 
A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep, 
I am fallen indeed. 

Crom, How does your grace ? 

Wol Why well: 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myself now ; and ffeel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, 
A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd me^ 
I humbly thank his grace ; and fh>m these shoulders, 
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, — ^too much honor : 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden. 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 

Crom, I am glad, your grace has made that right use of it 

WoL I hope, I have : I am able now, methinks, 
rOut of a fortitude of soul I feel,) 
To endure more miseries, and greater far. 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 

Crom, The heaviest and the worst, 

Is your displeasure with the king. 

Wol God bless hhn* 

Crom, The next is that Sir Thomas More is chosen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 

WoL That's somewhat sudden; 

But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highness' favor, and do justice 
For truth's sake, and his conscience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his course, and sleeps in blessings^ 
May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 'em ! 
What more ? 
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Crcm. That Cranmer is retarn'd with welcome, 
instaird lord archbishop of Canterbniy. 

Wei. That's news, indeed. 

Cram, Last, that the lady AnoOy 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married. 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen. 
Going to chapel ; and the voice is now 
Only about her coronation. 

vVol, There was the weight that pull'd me down. O Ciomw^ 
Th Aing has gone beyond me : all my glories 
In that one woman I have lost for ever. 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honors. 
Or gfld again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromwell ; 
I am a poor fallen man, unworthv now 
To be tny lord and master : Seek the king ; 
That sun, I pray, may never set ! I have told him 
What, and how true thou art : ne vnll advance thee ; 
Some htde memory of me will stir him, 
(I know lus noble nature,) not to let 
Thy hopeful service perish too : Good CromweU, 
Neglect him not ; make use now, and provide 
For thine own future safety. 

Crom, O my lord. 

Must I then leave you ? must I needs forego 
So good, so noble, and so true a master ? 
Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron. 
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord.— 
The king shall have my service ; but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever, shall be yours. 

WoL Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all mv miseries ; but thou hast forc'd me 
Out of thy honest truth to play the woman. 
Let's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell % 
And,-^when I am forgotten, as I shall be ; 
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of, — say, I taught thee ; 
Say, Wolsey, — that once trod the ways of glory. 
And sound^ all the depths and shoals of honor, — 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck to rise in ; 
A sure and safe one, though thy master miss'd it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 
Bv that sin fell the angels ; how can man then, 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by't ? 
Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thats 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 
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Let all the eodsy thou aim'st at, be thy country's, 

Thy God's, and truth's ; then, if thou fall'st, O Cromwe*^ 

Thou fiill'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king ; 

j^kl, — ^Pr'ythee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have, 

To the last penny ; tis the king's : my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 

Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal 

I serv'd my king, lie would not in mine age 

Have left me n&ed to mine enemies. 

Crom. Good sir, have patience. 

Wol. So I have. Farewell 

The hopes of court ! my hopes in heaven do well. [ExeunL 

The foDowiog Scene vecy beaatifnlly details the last incidents of Wobey f)ife--aBd 
ixhibiti the diroroed ^neen, in her dosing moments, a pattern of Turtnoas reiignatioB 

ACT IV. 

SCENE n.— Kimbolton. 

Enter Kathabine, Dcwagery sick ; led bettoeen Gbiffith and Pa« 

TIENCE. 

Orif, How does your grace ? 

Kaih. O, Griffith, sick to death : 

My limbs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth. 
Willing to leave their burden : Reach a chair ; 
So,7— now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'st me, 
That the great child of honor, cardinal Wolsey, 
Was dead ? 

Cfrtf. Yes, madam ; but, I think, your grace, 

Out of the pain you suflTer'd, gave no ear tot 

Kafh, Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell mc how he died : 
If well, he stepp'd &foTe me, happily. 
For my example. 

Orif. Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For after the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his answer, 
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill. 
He could not sit his mule. 

Kath, Alas, poor man ! 

Orif, At las^ with easy roads, he came to Leicester, 
liodff'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honorably receiv'd him ; 
To whom he gave these words, — Ofctiher ahbot^ 
An old nMn broken tuilh the storms ofstate^ 
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h come to Im his vxary boms among ye; 
CHve km a tittie earth for chariiy ! 
So went to bed : where eagerly his sickness 
Porsu'd him still ; and, three nights after thi8» 
Abont the hoar of ei^ht, (which he himself 
Foretold, should be his last,) fidl (^repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows. 
He save his honors to the world again. 
His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Kath, So may he rest ; his fuilts he gently on hiMy 
And thus far, Griffith, give me leave to spetik cfbam^ 
And yet with charity^ — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by suggestipii 
^'d all the longdom : simony was fair .play ; 
lus own opinion was his law. V the presence 
He would say untruths ; and be ever aouble. 
Both in his words and meaning : He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful ; 
His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 
But nis performance, as he is now, nowing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy iU example. * 

Ortf. Noble madam, 

Men's evil manners live In brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak his good now ? 

Kath. Yes, good Griflitili 

I were malicious else. 

Orif, This cardinal, 

Thouffh from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion'd to much honor. From his cradle, 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one ; 
Exceeding wise, £ur spoken, and prsuading : 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov'd him not ; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as sumnwr. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 
(Which was a sin,) vet, in bestowing, nuSam, 
He was most princely : Ever witness for him 
Those twins of leamhig, that he rais'd in you, 
Ipswich,, and Oxford ! one of which fell with hirBy 
Unwilling to outlive the good Uiat did it ; 
The other, though unfinish'd, yet so famous, 
So excellent in art, and still so rising. 
That Christendom shall ever B^eak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happiness upon him 
For then, and not till then, he felt himself^ 
And found the blessedness of being little: 
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And, to add greater honors to his age 

Than man could give him, he died fearing Qod, ' 

Kath. After my death I wish no other herald, 
No other speaker of my living actions, 
To keep mine honor from corruption, ' 
Bat such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me^ 
With thy religious truth, and modesty, 
Now in his aSies honor : Peace be with him ! — 
Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 
I have not long to trouble thee. — Good Griffith, 
Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I nam'd my kneU, whilst I sit meditating 
Qq that celestial harmony I go to. 

Sad and solemn music. 

Crtif. She is asleep: Good wench, let's sit down quiet^ 
For fear we wake her ; — Softly, gentle Patience. 

Kath, (Wakes,) Spirits of peace, where are ye? Are ye al 
gone? 
And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye? 

Chrif, Madam, we are here. 

JSiath, It is not you I call for : 

Saw ye none enter, since I slept ? 

Grif. None, madam. 

Kath, No ? Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 
Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun ? 
They promised me eternal happiness ; 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear : I shall. 
Assuredly. 

GHf, 1 am most joyful, madam, such good dreams 
Possess your fancy. 

Kath, Bid the music leave. 

They are harsh and heavy to me. [Music ceaseti 

Pat, Do you note. 

How much her grace is alter'd on a sudden , 
How long her face is drawn ? How pale she looks, 
And of an earthly cold ? Mark you her eyes ? 

Crrif, She is going ; pray, pray. 

Pat, Heaven comfort her I 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, An't like your grace,— T 

Kath, You are a saucy fellow. 

iJcserve we no more reverence ? 

Grif, You are to blame, 
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Knowing, she will not lose her wonted greatness 
To 086 so rode behavior : go to, kneel. 

Mess. I humbly do entreat your hi^mess' pardon ; 
My haste marfo nie unmannerly : There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 

Sm. Admit him entrance, Gn£th : But this fellow 
Let me ne'er see again. [Exeunt Griffith 4* MessengeCi 

Re-enter Griffith, toith Capucius. 

You should be lord ambassadOT from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 

Cap, Maoam, the same, your servant 

Kath. O, my lord. 

The times, and titles, now are altered strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray you. 
What is your pleasure with me ? 

Cap, Noble lady. 

First mine own service to your grace ; the next, 
The kinpr's request that I would visit you ; 
Who gneves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort 

Kath, O my good lord, tiiat comfort comes too latl; ; 
'Tis like a pardon after execution : 
That gentle physic, ffiven in time, had cur'd me ; 
But now I am past im comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness ? , 

Cap, Madam, in ffood health. 

KcUh, So may he ever do ! and ever flourish. 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish'd the kingdom ! — ^Patience, is that letter, 
I caus*d you write, yet sent away ? 

Pat, No, madam. [Oiving it to KATHiJunii 

Kath, Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap, Most willingly, madam. 

KiWi. In which I have commended to his goodness 
The model of our chaste loves, his young dauffhter :— * 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her !— 
Beseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding ; 
(She is young, and of a noble modest nature ; 
I hope, she vml deserve well ;) and a little 
To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'd him. 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pty 
XJipoa my wretched women, that so long, 
Have foUow'd both my fortunes faithfully : 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 
(And now I should not lie,) but will deserve, 
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For virtue, and trae beauty of the soul, 

For honesty, and decent carriage, 

A right gooa husband, let him be a noble ; 

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have then. 

The last is, for my men ; — ^they are the poorest, 

But poverty could never draw them from me ; — 

That they may have their wages duly paid them, 

And something over to remember me by ; 

If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life. 

And able means, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents : And, good my lord, 

By that you love the dearest in this worlds 

As you wish Christian peace to souls deputed. 

Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king 

To do me this last right. 

Cap, By heaven, I will ; 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

Kaih, I thank you, honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highness : 
Say, his long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world : tell him, in deaUi I bless'd him, 
For so I will. — ^Mine eyes grow dim. — ^Farewell, 
My lord.— Griffith, farewell. — ^Nay, Patience, 
You must not leave me yet I must to bed ; 
Call in more women. — ^When I am dead, good wench. 
Let me be us'd with honor ; strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me. 
Then lay me forth : although imqueen'd, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. 
I can no more. {Exeunt^ leading Kathabiks 
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In which £ j 



^'Get the Best/^ 
Webster's Quarto Dictionary. 

UNABRIDGED. — SOLD BY ALL BOOKSELLERS. 

PUBLISHED BY 0. & G. MERRIAM, SPRINGFIELD, MASS. 
From DAinsL Wsbstxb. 

I possess manr Dictionaries, and of most of the learned and cnltiyated language^ 
ancient and modern; bat I 
never feel that I am entirelr 
armed and eqaipped in this 
respect, without Dr. Webstef 
at command. 

From BuTUB Choate. 

Messrs. G. Ai. 0. Merriam:— Gentlemen, I ha?e Jost had the honw of rec^iviaf 
the noble volume in which 
yon and the great lexico^ 
pher, and the accomo"-^ 
reviser, unite your T"^ 

** bid the language ] w m m 

accept it with the highest f tf^ ^ ^ X *^% i 

pride and pleasure, and beg ^^ ' 

to adopt in its utmost 

strength and extent, the testimonial of Daniel Webster. 
From John C. Spenckb. 

Unquestionably the very best Dictionary of our language extant Its great ac- 
ouracy in the definition and derivation of i q il 

words, gives it an authority that no other LoHrL-^4_ (S .. xSV-o^^'^xa^IX* 
work on the subject possesses. It is con- /y^ r*^'^ %, . \ 

Btantly cited and relied on in our Courts I I 
of Justice, in our legislative bodies, and in VJ 
public discussions, as entirely conclusive. 

jr^om Elihit Bxtrmtt. 

"Webster's great Dictionary may be regarded as bearing the same relation to tha 
English language which Newton's "PH»i- ^ 

dpM^ does to the sublime science of T j , a /^ . ^ 1 H 

Natural Philosophy. V!» t/V/|/UV4- ^VU/I^WAA- 

From Pbwideitp Hopkiks, WiUiatM 0^6. 
There is no American schohir who does not feel proud of the labors or vr. weo; 

Bter as the pioneer of lex- /^ >^^ .^J - ^ y.y^"' 

icograpby on this conti- 
nent, and who will not 
readily admit the great and 
distinctive merits of his Dictionary. 

Fr<ym Joss Q. Whxttehu 



The best and safest guide 
of the students of our lan- 
guage. 



Of the book Itself I 
hear but one opinion flrom 
•11 around me, and do but 
•dbo the universal voice in 
expressing my approval of 
its great worth, and my 
belief that it has rendered 
any ftirther research, or 
even improvement in our 
time, unnecessary in its 
iepartment of iBAtmotion. 





Mathematical Works. 



Arithmetical Series. 

BY GEORGE R. PERKINS, LLJ)., 

lAMPMHOIPALAHDP10WWO»0»MATHDiAT108INTH«KOEMAL80HOOLOF «D ITASi 
OP KBW YOBK. 

I. FKIMARY ARITHUIIKTIC. . ISmo. 160 p. Price 25 cento. 
wL BI^MENTARY ARITHJIIETIO. lOmc. 347 p. Price 60 cents. 
«!. PBACTICAI-A»lTHl!IETIC,wiTHNuiaBOiniExAiiFUB^ 

12nu). 85ep. Pril»,Cloth, • 75©eiitt. 

ir. HI«BBBA»ITHMKTIC. 12niO. 824p.Price,Caottl, $100 

Algebraic Series. 

BY GEORGE R. PERKINS, LL.D. 

I. EI-KMENTSOFAI-GKBRA. . 12mo. S44p. Price WOO 
O. TBEATISB ON AI-GEBBA. Embeaoiho, bkidm th« 

ELK1..NTAEY PeINOIPLK, ALL TQ. HiGHBK PaETS UBITALLY TaTTGW 

iH Collboib; Coktawiko. moekovee, thb Nkw Mkthod or 

C0BIO AND H.GHKR EQITATIONS, A8 WELL AB THB DB^PMBNT 

.iKD Application op thb iioeb Recently Dibcovbebd Thbobbm op 
Btubh. 8m Sheep. 420 p. Price, 

Geometrical Series. 

BY GEORGE R. PERKINS, LL.D. 
I. mEMKNTSOFGEOmSTBir With Peaotioal Appii- 

oATioKs. 12mo. 820 p. Price, 

H PI.ANE AND tSOWB GEOMETRY i To which abb 

ADDED, PLAKB AND SpHEEICAL TElOONOBICrEY AND MeN80EATION, 

AccompanibdwithalltheNecebsaeyLogaeitbmicandTbigono. 
mbteioTablm. Large8vo. 443 p. Price, • . • •* **» 

Perkins' Plane Trigonometry, 

8V0. 328 page*. Sheep. Price tX 76. 
- • A copy of any of Dr. Pkekinb' works, for examination, -wiU be 
.ent by maU. po.t-p«d, to «.y Teach.r or School Officer, remttog one 
half its price. 



$175 



$125 



Mathematical Works* 



A Igebraic Series. 

BY GEO. R. PERKINS, LL.D. 

ELEMENTS OF ALGEBRA. 12mo. 244 pages. Price 
$1 00.— The Vant of a text-book on Algebra sufficiently simple 
for common schools was long and seriously felt; it is now supplied 
by this work of Prof. Perkins. Many years' experience in training 
Hbe youthful mind, and instilling into it the principles of mathemati- 
cal science, has enabled the author to adapt himself to the dullest 
comprehension, and to remove the difficulties that have hitherto 
impeded the scholar's progress. Among the peculiar merits of this 
work, besides its simplicity, are the conciseness of its rules and defini- 
tions ; its close and logical reasoning, which calls the powers of the 
learner into active exercise ; and the great number and variety of its 
examples, which aflTord every opportunity for extended practice. 

TREATISE ON ALGEBRA: Embracing, besides the ele- 
mentary principles, all the higher parts usually taught in Colleges ; 
containing, moreover, the new method of Cubic and Higher Equa- 
tions, as well as the development and application of the more 
reecently discovered Theorem of Sturm. 8vo. Sheep. 420 pages. 
Price $1 75. — What the Elements are to Common Schools, this 
Treatise is to Academies and Colleges. It will be seen, from the 
title given above, that it is comprehensive and complete. The prin- 
ciples of the science are combined and arranged on a new plan, 
which renders the increase in difficulty exceedingly gradual. The 
method of finding the numerical values of the roots of Cubic and 
Higher Equations, and the application of Sturm's Theorem, open 
up to the student new fields as interesting as they are important. 
Nothing valuable found in other text-books is omitted ; while much 
that has been gleaned by extensive reading from the later treatise* 
of France and Germany is presented — and that in a form which 
bears the impress of a master's hand. 

The numerous institutions in which the Treatise has been adopted 
as the standard text-book on Algebra, speak of its practical workings 
in th«. highest terms. 
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Geometrical Series. 

BY GEO. R, PERKIKS^ LL.D. 
ELEMENTS OF GEOMETRY, with Practical Applicatwna. 
12mo. 320 pages. Price $1 25. — ^In these Elements it is umed to 
strip Geometry of its difficulties, and render it an attractive study. 
This is effected by giving a practical bearing to every thing that is 
taught The pupil is not allowed to grope in the dark, and ask, 
^ What is the use of these demonstrations ? " As soon as a princii^e- 
is explained, it is applied to the practical purposes of life by means of 
remarks, suggestions, and questions, added in smaller type. This 
original feature invests Geometry with an interest of which its 
apparentiy abstract character has heretofore deprived it. 

An Appendix, containing the solution of some geometrical prob- 
lems by means of Algebra, shows the facility with which difficult 
cases yield to the analytical method of investigation. The relation 
between the branches of mathematical science is also made clear 
by the exhibition of some curious Theorems, evolved by translating 
the results of algebraic deductions into geometrical language. 

PLANE AND SOLID GEOMETRY : to which are added, Phme 
and Spherical Trigonometry and Mensuration, accompanied with al) 
the necessary Logarithmic and Trigonometric Tables. Large 8vo. 
443 pages. Price $1 76. — ^This work is intended to follow the Ele- 
meats, and gives an extended course in the higher as well as the 
more rudimental departments of the science, adapted for advanced 
schools and colleges. It is based on the admirable work of Vincent, 
revised by Bourdon, which has long been the geometrical standard 
in the French schools. All that is valuable in Vincent has been 
taken; but the mathematical attainments and practical skill of Pro£ 
Perkins are everywhere exhibited in adapting, modifying, rearrang- 
ing and adding. 

PLANE TRIGONOMETRY, and its application to Mensuration 
and Land Surveying, accompanied with all the necessary Logarithmic 
and Trigonometric Tables. 8vo. 328 pages. Sheep. Price $1 75. 
— This work is remarkable for its simplicity, and bean throughout 
the marks of its practical origin. 



Works on Chemistry. 



Class-book of Chemistry. 

BY K L. YOUMANa 

12ma 840 pages. Prioe $1 00. 

Every pji|e of this book bears evidence of the anther's superior 
ability of perfectly conforming his style to the capacity of youth. 
This is a merit rarely possessed by the authors of scientific school- 
books, and will be appreciated by every discriminating teacher. 
While Chemistry is almost universally regarded by students as a 
dry and repulsive study Rowing to the rigid and technical manner 
in which it is presented), Mr. Youmans' work will be found pre^ 
eminent in clearness and simplicity of diction, by which the subject 
is made at once interesting and attractive. It is especially commended 
by the eminently practical manner in which each subject is presented. 
Its illustrations are drawn largely from the phenomena of daily 
experience, and the interest of the pupil is speedily awakened by 
the consideration that Chemistry is not a matter belonging exclu- 
sively to physicians and professors. 

From Pbof. Wm. H. Bioslow. 
The eminently practical character of the Class-book, treating o/ the fkniiliar ap- 
plications of the science, is, in my opinion, its chief excellence, and gires it a ralae 
mr superior to any other work now Before the public 

Frcm Dayxd Stmib, A. M., formerly PrinehxU of ihs Jfaih. DepL and Leeturer in 
NiU. Philosophy y Chemistry^ and Physiology^ in Columbia CoUege, 
Mb. Yovmaks: Dear Sir,— I have oareftilly examined your Class-Book on Chem- 
istry, and, in my opinion, it is better adapted lor use in schools and academies than 
. any other work on the subject that has fallen under my observation. 

I hope that the success of your Class-Book will be proportionate to its merits, 
and that your efforts to diffuse the knowledge of Chemistry will be duly appreciated 
by the friends of education. 

From Trgw. J. Mullioak, Principal of Toung Ladiea'' School^ New York, 
We have a large number of school-books for the purpose of giving elementary 
instruction in Chemistry— possessing various kinds and various decrees of merit ; 
but of all which I have examined, I ^ould prefer the Class-Book of Coemistry, as the 
most perspicuous in style and irtethod, and as containing the happiest selection of 
what is most interesting, and most practically valuable in the vast field of chemical 
•dence. 

From the If. T, Commercial AdoerUser. 
Either for schools or for general reading, we know of no elementary work on 
Chemistiy which in every rbspect pleases us so much as this. 

From the JScientifio American. 

Such a book, in the present state of chemical science, was demanded; but to pre* 
sent the sutrject in such a clear, comprehensive manner, in a work of the size before 
us, is more tlian we expected. 

The author has happily succeeded in clothing his ideas in plain language— true 
eloquence— so as to render the subject both interesting and easihr comprebendevl 
Ttie number of men who can write on science and writ^ clearly, is small ; but ou> 
•atbor is among that number. 
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Chemical Atlas : 

OB, THE CHEMISTRY OF FAJflLIAB OBJECTS. 

iVn AKHKBAL FKINOIPLn Or m 80IXHOB IK A SVBISB OF BKAUnFULLT 
iX>LfyMMO 9kA^tA]fB« AND ACOOMPANIXD BT SXPLANATOBT KS8A78, XICBBACIHO 
TSB ZJirVT WW* OF THE SCTBJBOiS ILLUSTRATED. DXSIGNBD rOB TBB VBX 09 
rrUDBNTS IBT AU. lOBOOU WHXBX 0HXMI8TBY Ig TAUQOT. 

BY EDWARD L. YOUMANa 
Largt (liiarto. 105 pages. Priee $2 60. 

The Atlas is a reproduction (in book fonn), and a continuation 
of the mode of exhibiting chemical facts and phenomena adopted in 
the author's ^ Chemical Chart." The application of the diagrams is 
here much extended, occupying thirteen plates, printed in sixteen 
colors, and accompanied by 100 quarto pages of beautifully printed 
explanatory letter-press. It is a chart in a portable and convenient 
form, containing many of the latest views of the science which are 
not found in the text-books. It is designed as an additional aid to 
teachers and pupils, to be used in connection with the author^s 
Class-Book, or as a review, and for individuals who are studying 
alone. 

It is intended tQ accompany the anther's Class-book of Chemis- 
try, but it may be employed with convenience and advantage in 
connection wim any of the school text-books on the subject. 

From ihs Borne JoumaL 

Here we have science in pictures— Chemistry in diagrams— eye-diasections <rf all 
the common forms of matter aroand us ; the chemical composition and properties of 
all fiimiliar ohjects illustrated to the most impressibleof oar senses by the aid irfoc^ora. 
This is a beantiAil book, and as usefhl as it is beautiful. Mr. Youmans has hit upon 
a happy method of simptlitying and bringing out the profoundest abstractioiiB of sci- 
ence, so tiiat they fidl within uie clear comprehension of cliildren. 
From, ih« Utica Morning ITfrald. 

An excellent idea, well carried out. The style is lucid and happy, tiie deflnitioni 
toncise and clear, and the illustrations felicitous and appropriate. 
From t?is Latorencs Sentinel. 

We have devoted some little time in looking over this Atlas, and comparing its 
relative merits with similar treatises heretofore published, and feel bound to accord 
to it the highest degree of approbation and favor. 

From Life Illustrated. • , 

This method of using the eye in education, though- not the royal road to know- 
ledge, is really the people^s railroad— a means of saving both time and labor. This 
work is worth for actual instruction in common schools &r more than a set of appar 
atus, which the teacher might not be able to use, while every one can teach ftwrn thf 
Atlas. We pronounce it, without exception, the best popular work on Chemistry 
In the English language. 

From the Neto York Tribune. 

Mr. Youmans is not a mere routine teacher of his favorite science; he has hit 
upon novel and eflfective methods for the illustration of its principles. In his writ- 
ings, as well as his lectures, he is distinguished for the comprehensive order of his 
statements, his symmetrical arrangement of scientific facts, and the happy manner 
In which be addresses the intellect through the medium of ocular demonstration. In 
Ahis last respect, his method is both original and singularly ingenious. 
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Chemical Chart: 

BY E. L. YOUMANS. 
OnBollen,5&etb76in8iao. Kew Edition. PrieelSOO. 

This popular work aooomplishes for the first time, for Chemistrf, 
what maps and charts have for geography, geology, and astronomy, 
by presenting a new and valuable mode of illustration. Its plan is 
to represent chemical composition to the eye by colored diagrams, 
so that numerous facts of proportion, structure, and relation, 
which are the most difficult in the science, are presented to the 
mind through the medium of the eye, and may thus be easily ac- 
quired and long retained. The want of such a chart has long been 
felt by the thoughtful teacher, and no other scientific publication 
that has ever emanated from the American press has met with the 
universal favor that has been accorded to this Chart. In the lan- 
guage of a distinguished chemist, ^ Its appearance marks an era in 
the progress of the popularization of Chemistry." 

It illustrates the nature of elements, compounds, affinity, definite 
and multiple proportions, acids, bases, salts, the salt-radical theory, 
double decomposition, deoxidation, combustion and illumination, 
isomerism, compound radicals, and the composition of the proxi- 
mate principles of food. It covers the whole field of Agricultural 
Chemistry, and is invaluable as an aid to public lecturers, to teach- 
ers in class-room recitation, and for reference in the family. The 
mode of using it is explained in the class-book. 

From the laU Hobacb Mann, President ofAntiooh College, 
I think Mr. Yoamans is entitled to great credit for the preparation of his Chart, 
because its use wiU not only facilitate acquisition, but, what is of tax greater Impoiv 
tance, will increase the exactness and precision of the student's elementary ideas. 

From Dr. John W. Dbapbb, Profeanor qf Chemistry in the UniversUy ofN. Y. 



Mr. Youmans' Chart seems to me well adapted to communicate to beginners a 
knowledge of the definite combinations of chemical substances, and 9A a preliminarv- 
tu the use of symbols, to aid them very much in the recollection of the examples it 
contains. It deserves to be introduced into the schools. 

Fron J AMIS B. Bogsbs, Prqfeeaor of Chemistry in the Uhiveraity of Pennsylvania, 
We cordially subscribe to the opinion of Professor Draper concerning the ralo* 
to beginners of Mr. Toumans' Chemical Chart 

J(JHN TORRET, 
Profeeeor of Chemietry in the College of Phyaiciana <6 Surgeons, Jf. T. 

WM. H. ELLET, 
Zaie Profeseor of ChemUOry in Columbia College, S. C 
JAMES B. ROGERS, 
' Profeteor €f Chemistry in the Uhiversity of Pennsylvania. 
From BsKJAMiN Silliman, LL. D., Professor qf Chemistry in Yale College. 
I hav« hastily examined Mr. Youmans* New Chemical Diagrams or Chart oi 
•bemical combinations by the union of the elements in atomic proportions. Th« 
design appears to be an axoellent one. 
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The Hand-book of Household Science. 

A POPULAB ACCOUNT OF 

HxA.iv LiOKiv J^^ ALDiKrr, akb Clbanswo, in thus Qcaxmne Pbzhoipui 
AHD DoMcsno Applications. 

BY EDWARD L. YOUMANS, M. D. 

ISnio. ninstrated. 470 pagei. Frice, tl 60, 

Various books have been prepared whicb cross the field of do- 
mestic science at difibrent points, but this is the first work that 
traverses and occupies the whole ground. - Hardly a page can be 
opened to that does not convey information interesting and valuable 
to every person who dwells in a house. The work wiD be found 
not only of high practical utility, but captivating to the student, 
and unequalled in the interest of its recitations. 

liwn ihs SupsrintmdetUqf PubUe Instruction qf the StaU qf P&nntylvanick 
Tbe dally and hourly importance of the topics embraced in the work, their im- 
perlooa claims upon public attention, and their intimate connection with individnal 
and social welfkre, together with the compendions arrangement and copioos falness 
of information presented, uid tbe cautions accuracy and precision of statement, make 
it a publication of the highest practical value fur both tbe household and tbe school 

Very respectfully yours, 
Pro£ Edwasd L. YouMANS. HENBY 0. HICEOE. 

IVom ihs Superintendent qf Schools qf the State qf yew York. 
It embodies scientific information of the highest importance, arranged with much 
care, and so clearly stated that even the ordinary mind can scarcely fail to erasp and 
retain the truths it unfolds and illastrates. It would prove a most valuable class-bodc 
in our high schools, and I am satisfied that an examination into its merits would result 
in its general Introduction into such institutions. Very re^ectfully yours, 

H. H. VAN DYCK, Buperinteudent Public Instruction. 

I^om ^le Spring/Md BepuhUcan. 
It is the work of a man thoroughly scientific and thoroughly practical. It is no ex- 
travagance to say that a mastery (^ its contents will secure a better knowledge of tbe 
applications of Chemistry, Physiology, and Natural Philosophy, to life and life's con- 
cerns, than tbe combined treatises upon these subjects which are usually found in 
our school-rooms. 

From the DetroU Advertiser. 
This is one of the roost valuable and important books that has of late been Issned 
from the press. It will do more to elevate and connect the ordinary duties of house- 
hold life with the domain of science than any other work yet published. It is so ar- 
ranged that the general reader and tbe man of science may refer to it with satisfiu;tion ; 
but it is also a book which ought by all means to be introduced in our schools, and 
which every young woman who expects to be any thing more than a doU or parlor 
automaton, should study and become as familiar with as she is with her prayer-book. 

From the PhUadelpMa Saturday Courier. 
Few persons realize- few persons besin to realize— the importance of thoroughly un- 
derstanding the nature and efiVHsts of Tight, heat, air, and food ; yet the value of saeb 
knowledge can hardly be overstafbd. Mr. Youmans^ work te tbe clearest and ftillest 
exposition of science in those relations that has yet appeared. School committees and 
persons directly interested in education who have long been searching for a work of 
this kind will rejoice to find the fruit of their quest in this manual. It Is a valoable 
book, written for a valnable purpose : the desire to lift our ordinary domestic life inte 
the dignity of intelligence, pervades it throughout and tinctures it in the grain. 



Natural Science. 



Class-Bcx)k of Physiology. 

BY B. N. COMINGS, M. D., 
neoTxasoB ov pbtbiologt, chemistry, and natural histobT| m ooNNXonom 

8TATB NORMAL BGHOOL. 

12mo. 324 pages. Price $1 26. 
REVISED EDITION, WITH AN APPENDIX. 

Professor Comings' thorough acquamtance with evexy depart- 
ment of Physiology, and his long experience as a teacher of that 
science, qualify him in an eminent degree for preparing an accurate 
and useful text-hook on the suhject. He has lost no opportunity 
of introducing practical instructions in the principles of hygiene, 
thus not only niaking the pupil acquainted with the wondrous 
workmanship of his own frame, but showing him how to preserve 
it in a sound and healthy state. Avoiding technical terms, as far 
as possible, he has brought the subject fuUy within the comprehen- 
sion of the young; and has clothed it with unusual interest, by ju- 
dicious references to the comparative physiology of the inferior ani- 
mals. Pictorial illustrations have been freely introduced, wherever 
it wus thought they could aid or interest the student. 

Physiology cannot but be considered, by every intelligent and 
reflecting mind, an exceedingly interesting and necessary study. It 
makes us acquainted with me structure and uses of the organs of 
life, and the laws by which we may keep them active and vigorous 
for the longest period. The publishers would respectfully urge its 
importance on such teachers as have not heretofore made it a regu- 
lar branch in their institutions ; and would solicit at the hands of 
all, an impartial examination of what is pronounced by good judges, 
'* the best elementary text-book" on the science. 

From M. Y. Bbown, FrineipaZ of Webster School^ New Hofoen. 
" I htfve used ComiDgs^ Class-Book of Physiology for nearly two achool 
terms in the First Department of my school. I am hapj)y to say that 
I regard it the best iext-Moh on this important branch with which I have any 
acquaintance. The sabjects are systematically arranged; the principles, 
facts, and illustrations are clearly and fully represented to the pupil. I find 
that his introduction of Comparative Aiiatomy and Physics, tends greatly 
to increase the interest of the pupil in this moat imporUmt and necessary 
study. I therefore can cheerfully recommend this admirable work to my 
fellow-teachers as one of rare excellence, and hope it may take the rank it 
deserves as a text-book upon this subject.'* 

From Abraham Powelson, Jb., Tectcher, Broolil/yn^ New York, 
" After a verv careful examination of the Class-Book of Physiology, by 
Comings, I can ireely say that I consider it a performance of superior excel- 
lence. It embodies a fund of information snrpassing in importance and va- 
riety that of any other work of the kind which has come under my notice.** 



HTatiiral Soionoe. 



Analytical Class-Book of Botany. 

BY FRANCES H. GREEN. 
rAST L—sLnoom or -vwartAMiM stkitotuss aitd phtbioloot. fast xl— strsm- 

▲no BOTAHT. TO WHXOH B ADDED A OOXPSHDIOVB rLOKA OV VHB VOBTHBEV 
AHD XXDDLB STAnS ; WITH DMOEIPTXOIIB OT MOBB THAK OHB THOUIAKD D AilJl 

BUT irBom: wr Jotw W. Covqdok. 

miutnleditiiflrto. 28SPftge8. Priee$17S. 



Primary Class-Book of Botany. 

COUPOSED FROM THE FIRST PART OF THE A.MALTTICAL CLASS-BOOK, 
AND DESIGNED FOR THE USE OF COMMON SCHOOLS AND FAMILIES. 

Qliistrstad (Quarto. 109 Pages. Price $100. 

The style is simple, concise, and intelligible ; and what has for- 
merlj been considered dark and forbidding, is here rendered both 
clear and interesting. The whole life of the plant, beginning with 
the formation of the first cell, is portrayed with that viyid and 
quickening power which invests it with the interest of a real biog- 
raphy. Here we find not merely a dry assemblage of dry fects, 
but the plant seems to unfold itself^ part by part, with a kind of 
individual life and character. 

The work is illustrated with 400 well-executed wood-cuts. Most 
of these are arranged in 29 plat&^Mges, which are designed to be 
used for regular exercises and recitations, the same as maps in geog- 
raphy. They furnish a recapitulation of the Lessons of the Text in 
a new form, and addressed to another sense, thus awakening the 
most lively and permanent impressions. 

Part n. is distinguished by the simplicify and directness of the 
whole structure, the clearness of the synopsis, the comprehensive- * 
Hess and popular character of the descriptions, the nice distinctions 
•bserved between nearly allied species, and the high d^;ree of cer- 
tainty and perfection in the peculiar form of analysis. The descrip- 
tions of the Natural Orders are illustrated by fifty elegant wood* 
•uts, drawn fW>m nature. 



standard School Beaders. 



Mandeville's New Series of Reading 
Books. 

I. PRIMART RBAJOHB* FretUIy lUastrated. 16mo., . . IB centS. 
!!• SECOND RSADSR. With nameroas illastrations. 16mo., 25 cents. 

III. THIRD RSADER. 12ma 240 pp., 60 cents. 

IV. FOURTH RBADER. 12ma 288 pp. Cloth sides, ... 75 cents. 
V. FIFTH RBADER. 12mo. 892 pp. With Biographical Notes, $1 00. 

In the preparation of the '^Primary" and "Second Reader," it 
has been the endeavor of the author to adapt them to the use of the 
youngest children in our schools, by avoiding the use of words or 
ei^pressions beyond the capacity of childhood. 

In the more advanced numbers, the author has given the great- 
st variety of subject and style, having in view its adaptation to the 
grade of scholarship for which it is designed. The several numbern 
are progressive. The selections have been made with a view to 
their having a tendency to promote the cause and practice of virtue 
and piety, and to teach a natural, easy, and flowing style of de- 
livery. 

The substance of the many thousand recommendations received 
for Prof. Mandeville's Reading Books, from teachers of all parts of 
the United States, is : 

That they contain a greater variety of matter and style than 
any other series. The selections are peculiarly well adapted to in* 
terest the young, and to form the habit of reading in an easy, nat- 
ural manner. 

That the fifth and sixth books contain a complete classification 
and description of all the sentences of the English language, vnth 
numerous examples. 

That the nature of emphasb is fully and philosophically ex- 
plained ; and its vocal effects clearly pointed out. 

And that these works, being eminently scientific and practical, 
are well adapted to make intelligent and accomplished readers ; to 
lead pupils to think, and to give to thought its appropiate rhetori- 
cal and vocal expression. 

%♦ A copy of any part of the series will be sent, for examina- 
tion, at one-half its retail prioe. 



Engllnh Grammar. 



A Digest of English Grammar. 

BY L. T. COVELL. 
12mo. 219 pagei. Price 60 eents. 

This work is designed as a text*book for the use of schools and 
academies ; i€ is the result of long experience of an. eminently suc- 
cessful teacher, and will he found to possess many peculiar advan- 
tages. 

The w(nrk is hoth synthetical and analytical, and its principles 
are strictly practical ; the different subjects are carefully separated 
and methodically arranged, so that all difficulty as to what belongs 
to Etymology, Syntax, and Analysis, is entirdiy removed, and the 
latter, which is very properly placed in the first part of Syntax, is 
rendered quite as simple and easy of comprehension as the most 
plain portion of grammar. 

One subject is taken up at a time, and, when fully explained, 
models of Analysis are given, and examples for practice follow. 

The principles of the work are sound ; the definitions are di- 
rect, short, and accurate. 

The rules, though ample, are few, plain, and concise 5 and the 
language throughout the work is simple, clear, and expressive. 

The method of treating the Elementary Sounds, is that which 
is now highly approved. 

The principles of Derivation, and of Orthographic Analysis, are 
brought within the comprehension of the youngest learner. 

Ihfm Forty-four Tsaehert qf FubUe Schools, FiMnargy Fermsylvania. 

** The undersigned have examined Ooveli's Digest of EnffUeh Grammar, 
and are of opinion that in the jostness of its general views, tne excellence of 
its style, the brevity, accurac;^, and perspicuity of its definitions and rules, 
the numeroos examples and illustrations, the adaptation of its synthetical 
exercises, tiie simplicity of its method of analysis, and in the plan of its ar- 
rangement, this work surpasses any other Grammar now before the public : 
ana that in all respects it is most admirably adapted to the use of schools and 
academies." 

Drom John M. Wolooto, A. M., Frmeipal and SuperitUmdent of MM 
Ward School, FUtahurg, Fa. 

" Covell's Digest of English Grammar not only evinces the most unceas- 
ing labor, the most extensive research, the most nnrelaxing effort, and the 
most devoted self-sacrificing study of its author, but it is the most complete, 
the most perfect, and, to me, the most satisfactory exposition of English 
Grammar that has come to my notice. It appears to me that every youth 
aspiring to become master of the English language, from the rudimental 
pnncipTea to the full, round, beautiftu, faultless, perfect period, will make 
this volume his * vade meoum,^ " 



Works on Book-Eoepiiig. 



I. THE NEUr COlTRSi: OF BOOK-KEEPING BT SINOI^B 
ENTBIT. Impboved by thb Intboduotion of thb Pboof of Balance. 

^ BY G. C. MARSH. 

New Editioxii Printed in Colon. 8yo. 142 Pages. Price $1 25. 

SAME WOEK m SPANISH. See page 94. . 

H. COURSE OF BOOK-KEEPING BT BOUBI^E ENTBIT. 

BT C. C. MARSH. 

Mnted in Colon ;Boiind in Muslin and Gilt 8vo. 220 Pages. Price $175. 

SAME WORK IN SPANISH. See page 94. 

III. BIiANK-BOOKS IN SETS, FOR PRACTICE OF BOOK- 
KEEPING. A VERT NEAT AND APPROPRIATE SeT OF BlANK-BoOKS 
FOR EACH OF T»B ABOVE WORKS, GOT UP EXPRESSLY FOR THE USE OF Pu- 

piLs IN Booe-Eebpino. Set Books to each Set. Superior Paper. 
With Instruohons. 

* Price per Set, $1 25. 

The first of the above works embraces a thorough course of in- 
struction in keeping books by Single Entry. It is particularly 
adapted to schools. 

The Double Entry Course contains a complete set of account- 
books and mercantile forms, with an Original Diagram indicating 
the relation the books bear to each other, and that their records 
passing from one to another terminate in the Ledger ; and ninety 
pages of familiar explanations, dated to apply directly to the entries 
and transactions in the account-books ; also thirteen pages of Mer- 
cai^ile Calculations — Discount and Interest, Insurance, Equation of 
Payments, Exchanges, &c. It is admirably adapted for advanced 
classes, private instruction, and counting-houses. 

IT. THE THEORT AND PRACTICE OF BANK BOOK- 
KEEPING, AND JOINT-STOCK ACCOUNTS. Exempli- 
fied AND Elucidated in a Complete Set op Accounts, printed in 
Colors, Arranged in Accordance with the Principles of Douijle 
Entrt, and embracing the Routine of BueliNEss from the Organiza- 
tion OF A Company to the Declaration of a Dividend, with all the 
Forms and Details, and an Original Diagram. 

BY C. C. MARSH. 
1 VOL, quarto, 800 Pagoe, pabliahed in the best style, bound in gilt, Price $4. 
This is the first and only work published in this country, or in 
Europe, devoted exclusively to keeping books in Banks and Joint- 
stock Companies. 



History of Fbiloso^y. 



A History of Philcfsophy: 

AK EPITOMX. ^ 

BY DE. ALBERT SCHWEGLER. 

TBA.NSULTBD FBOM THE ORIGINAL GSBMAN, BY JULIXTS R BEELY& 

12mo. 865pagei. Prioefisa 

This inmsUtion is designed to supply a want Ions felt hj both 
teachers and students in our American collies. We njEtve yaluable 
histories of Philosophy in English, but no manttaZ on Una subject 
so clear, concise, and comprehensive as the one now presented. 
Schwegler's work bears the marks of great leamii^, and is evidently 
written by one who has not only studied the original sources for 
sudi a history, but has thought out for himself the systems of 
which he treats. He has thus seised upon the real germ of each 
system, and traced its process of development with great clearness 
aJod accuracy. The whole history of speculation, from Thales to 
the present time, is presented in its consecutive order. This rioh 
and important field of study, hitherto so greftly neglected, will, it is 
hoped, receive a new impulse among American students through 
Mr. Seelye's translation. It is a book, moreover, invaluable for 
reference, and should be in the possession of every public and pri- 
vate library. 

From L. P. Hiokok, Vie^PresiderU of Union Cbtt^s, 
** I bftve had opportanttjr to 4>ear * lai^ part of Bey. Mr. &ee\jo*B translation of 
Schwegler^s History of Philoeopby read from manuscript, and I do not hesitate to eay 
that it is a IHithful, dear, and reinarkably precise £nglish rendering of this invaloabM 
Epitome of the History of Philosophy. It is ezooMinffly desirable that it should be 
given to American students of philosophy in the Engli^ language, and I have no ex* 
pectation of its more favorable and successAil accomplishment th»B in this present 
attempt I should immediately introduce it as as a text-book in the graduate's d^wrt- 
ment under my own instruction, if it be (kvorably published, and cannot doubt that 
other teacbera will rejoice to avail themselvos of the like assistance from It^ 

From Hbmkt B. Shxih, Pro/eswr of Christian Theology^ Union Theological 

Seminary^ y, Y. 
** It will well reward diligent study, and is one of the best works for a text-book in 
our colleges upon this neglected branch of scientific investigation.^ 

/VwnN. Posm, ProfsMor qf Intellectual Philoaophyin Tale College, 
*' It is the only book translated from the German which professes to give an aooonni 
of the recent German systems which seenos adapted to give any intelligible inlbrma- 
tion on the subject to a novice." 

From Gbo. P. Fibhkb, PrufPeewr of Divinity in Tale College, 
*' It fo really the best Epitome of the History of Philosophy now aoeessibla to the 
English student'' 

From Joseph Havbn, Professor qf Mental Philosophy in Amherst College. 
** As a manual and brief summary of the whole range of specnlatiye inquiry, I know 
•f n« work which atrlkee me more fkyorably.'' 



Moral Fbilosophy. 



Elements of Moral Philosophy: 

ANALYTIOAL, 8TNTHETI0AL, AND FKJtoTIOAL. 

BY HUBBARD WINSLOW. 

12mo. 480 pages. Price $1 60. 

• This work is an original and thorough examination of the fun- 
damental laws of Moral Science, and of their relations to Christi- 
anity and to practical life. It has already taken a firm stand 
among our highest worlis of literature and scienci^ From the nu- 
merous commendations of it hy our most learned and competent 
men, we have room for only the following hrief extracts : 

From 1h6 Ebt. Thomas H. Bkirkxh, D. D., ofUie Union ThedL 8em.^ 271 Y. 
** It is ft work of uncommon merit, on a subject xerj difficolt to be treated well. 
His analysis is complete. lie has shunned no question which bis purpose required him 
to answer, and he has met no adversary which he has not overcome.^' 

J^Vom BxT. L. P. HiOKOK, Vioe-PrMident of Union OoUegs, 
** I deem the book well adapted to the ends proposed in the preface. The style is 
cliear, the thoughts perspicuous. I think it calculated to do good, to promote tbft R-uth, 
to diffuse light, and imfmrt instruction to the community, in a department of study of 
the deepest interest to mankind.^ 

From Ekv. James Walebb, D. D., President of Harvard UniverHty. 
" Having careftiUy examined the more critical parts, to which my attention has been 
especially directed, I am free to express my conviction of the great cleamoes, discrimi- 
nation, and accuracy of the wurk, and of Its admirable adaptation to its object^' 

From Ret. Rat Falmeb, D. D., qfAWany, 
" I have examined this work with great pleasure, and do not hesitate to say that in 
myjudgment it is greatlv superior to any treatise I have seen, in all the essential 
requisites of a good text-book.'^ 

From Pbof. Boussbav D. HixcncocK, D. D., of Union TheoL 8em.yN, T, 
*^The task of mediating between science and the popular mind^ is one that requires 
a peculiar gift of perspicuity, both in thought and style; and this, I think, the author 
possesses in an eminent degree. I am pleased with its comprehensiveness, its pluin- 
ness, and its fidelity to the Christian stand-point'^ 

From Pbof. Henbt B. Smith, D. D., (^ihe Union Tkeok Sem., N. Y, 
**It commends itself by its clear arrangement of the topics, its perspicuity of lan- 
guage, and its constant practical bearings. I am particularly pleased with its views of 
conscience. Its flrequent and pertinent illustrations, and the Scriptural character of its 
explanations of the particular duties, will make the work both attractive and valuable 
as a text'book, in imparting instruction upon this vital part of philosophy." 

From W. D. Wilson, D. D., Professor of Intellectual and Moral Philosophy in 
Sooart Free College. 

"I have examined the work with care, and have adopted it as a text-book in the 
itady of Moral Science. I consider it not only sound in doctrine, but clear and systo- 
matic in method, and withal pervaded with a prevailing healthy tone of sentiment, 
which cannot fail to leave behind, in addition to the truths it inculcates, an impression 
in favor of those truths. I esteem this one of the greatest merits of the book. In this 
respect it has no equal, so far as I know ; and I do not hesitaiS to speak of it as beinar 
preferable to any other work yet published, for ns» ia all institutions where Moral 
Pbilosophy forms a departmwit in the course of instniction." 




"^^U»d States History 



A Primary History of the United States. 

Kade Xifliy and Interesting for Beginners. 
BY G. P. QUACKENBOS, A. M., 

▲UTHOB or **ILLUBTBATXD 8GH00I. HUTOBT OF TBK VNITBD BfTATXS," VtO, ETa 

Child*! Itoarto. 800 pagei, and numerona engravingi. Price 60 couUl 

In this little yolume the author has ttideayored to present the 
history of our country so clearly, that it may be studied with 
profit at a very early age. A perspicuous style, intelligible expres- 
sions, a natural arrangement, and short sentences, will be found 
the chief characteristics of the work. Truthful anecdotes are in- 
terspersed throughout. 

To please the eye of the young, as well as awaken thought, 
numerous engragings, designed with strict regard to historic truth, 
and executed in the finest style of the art, have been introduced to 
illustrate the text. This will be found just the work for inspuing 
the young Y^th a taste for historical reading. 

The plan Is to group In the dlffereut. periods the more Important and IntereBtlng 
facts, illnstratlng therewith the most beautifnl engravings, all suggestive of Important 
Incidents. In this method the attention of the young is attracted and fixed. The In- 
struction is sure to be conveyed.— TVoy Times. 

The opening lesson is entitled " Four hundr«>d Tears ago," and the closing, " Frank- 
lin Pierce and James Buchanan ; " the latter embracing a synopsis of the leading polit- 
ical events of the Presidential terms of both these gentlemen, even to the reception of 
the Japanese Embassy and the arrival of the Great Eastern, and doses with a Ubular 
statement of the years of admission of the several States into the Union, commencing 
with Vermont In 1T91, to that of Oregon in 1859. It is illustrated in handsome style, 
and the typognq?hy is ikr superior to that of any similar work within our ken.— Jf<w»- 
phis BiOletin. 

It Is simply and pleasantly written, and every way well fitted for the purpose ftw 
which It Is designed.— 5t#iZo DaUy Courier. 

The author of this llttie work has acquired a large popularity by the various works 
he has compiled for the young. He understands that primary books on any subject to 
be useful must be simple and attractive. He has carried out this principle in the work 
before us. It will, nevertheless, be found a comprehensive book, containing all of the 
most important events in our history, in a cheap as well as a Simple and attra^vs 
§iTm.— Detroit Adv«rH$«r. 
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